HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  PUBLISHER,  1G6  WEST  23D  STREET,  NEW  YORK 


Price  6  Cents 


NEW  YORK,  OCTOBER  15,  1919 


the  middle  of  the  track,  he  waited*  until  the  train  was  within  a  hundred  yards  or  so  of 
him  Still  there  seemed  no  diminution  of  its  speed,  and  leaping  off  the 
track  he  sprang  upon  a  huge  bowlder. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A  DANGEROUS  RIDE. 

“It  is  imperative  the  train  must  go  on  to-night.” 

“Yes,  but  how  is  it  to  be  managed?  All  the  engineers  have 
struck,  and  they  threaten  to  kill  any  person  attempting  to 
take  their  places.” 

The  scene  was  the  chief  office  of  a  railroad  corporation, 
which,  for  the  reason  that  many  of  the  characters  in  the 
story  we  are  about  to  relate  ai*e  still  living,  we  will  call  the 
Old  Shore  &  Noahville  Raih’oad.  The  sneakers  were  Mr. 
Vv  hitman,  the  president,  and  Hendricks,  the  secretary  of  the 
company. 

As  the  secretary  gave  the  above  reply  the  president  was 
silent  for  a  minute  or  two. 

"Is  there  any  truth  in  the  report  that  the  strikers  have 
leagued  themselves  with  Black  Burton  and  his  gang  of  train- 
wreckers  ?  ” 

“I  am  afraid  it  is  too  true.” 

Again  the  pres  dent  became  thoughtful,  while  the  troubled 
expression  deepened  on  his  face. 

"If  the  train  does  not  get  through,”  he  said,  “we  will  be 
ruined.  Our  rates  are  cut  down  so  low  that  they  barely 
cover  expenses.  It  is  most  unfortunate  that,  just  when  we 
were  beginning  to  gain  the  confidence  of  the  public,  this 
strike  should  take  place.” 

“Would  it  net  be  better  to  accede  to  their  demands?”  the 
secretary  suggested. 

“We  cannot,”  Wh'tman  answered.  “It  would  be  ruin.  They 
have  no  right  to  demand  higher  wages,  either.  They  receive 
more  now  Van  the  employees  of  the  opposition  lines.” 

“B  t  could  you  not  make  some  compromise?” 

“I  have  tried  it,  and  failed.  I  gave  them  my  promise  that 
as  soon  as  the  line  was  in  a  paying  condition  they  should 
receive  more  than  employees  of  similar  grades,  upon  the  op- 
prsit  on  lines,  but  they  would  not  listen  to  me.  Now  that 
they  have  allied  themselves  with  the  train-wreckers,  they 
have  forfeited  any  claim  they  might  have  had.” 

“But  in  view'  of  the  present  necessity,  would  it  not  be  bet¬ 
ter  to  give  them  the  advance  they  ask,  at  least  until  we  can 
gain  time  to  procure  other  hands?” 

"No!”  the  president  said,  emphatically.  “If  the  company 
has  to  burst  up,  it  is  as  well  one  way  as  another.  I  will  not 
y  eld  one  inch  to  them  if  the  rolling  stock  rots  where  it 
stands.” 

"But  what  is  to  be  done?”  the  secretary  asked. 

“You  must  try  and  find  some  person  to  run  the  train 
through  to  Noahville  to-night.  If  those  packages  of  Wells 
Fargo  &  Co.  are  not  taken  through  to-night  their  confidence 
in  us  will  be  gone  forever.” 

’  I  can  try,”  the  secretary  said,  rising  from  his  seat,  “but 
I  arn  afraid  it  is  a  hopeless  task.” 


He  left  the  office  as  he  spoke  while  the  president’s  troubled 
look  deepened  still  more  as  he  lay  back  in  his  chair  and  sank 
into  thought. 

He  had  good  reasons  for  being  troubled.  The  Old  Shore 
and  Noahville  Railroad  Company  had  been  got  up  in  opposi¬ 
tion  to  a  well-established  monopoly,  and  every  dollar  that  Mr. 
Whitman  possessed  in  the  world  was  invested  in  the  stock. 
For  a  year  or  more  it  had  struggled  on  bravely,  sinking 
money  all  the  time,  until  it  had  at  last  begun  to  pay  ex¬ 
penses,  when  the  strike  came  and  threatened  to  throw  it 
back  to  where  it  had  started  from. 

Unless  the  trains  could  be  run  on  time  utter  ruin  stared  the 
company  in  the  face,  while  to  accede  to  the  demands  of  the 
men  would  be  equally  disastrous.  It  was  a  choice  of  evils, 
and  Mr.  Whitman  had  made  up  his  mind  that  if  ruin  must 
come  it  should  be  through  the  fault  of  the  men  themselves, 
and  not  through  his. 

The  strike  had  already  lasted  a  week,  and  up  to  this  time 
he  had  been  able  to  procure  substitutes,  but  they  wrere  one 
by  one  either  persuaded  or  intimidated  into  joining  the  strik¬ 
ers.  till  but  half  a  dozen  or  so  remained.  Now  that  the  re¬ 
port  had  gone  abroad  that  the  strikers  had  allied  themselves 
with  a  notorious  desperado  and  train-wrecker  known  as  Black 
Burton,  it  was  more  than  probable  they  would  refuse  to  work 
any  longer. 

Not  half  an  hour  before  the  conversation  with  wiiich  this 
j  story  opens  the  engineer  w’ho  was  to  have  taken  the  train 
|  through  to  Noahvile  had  refused  to  run  it  any  longer,  and 
as  has  been  seen,  both  the  president  and  the  secretary  were 
at  their  wits’  end. 

Had  it  been  for  himself  alone  Mr.  Whitman  would  have 
faced  the  impending  ruin  more  calmly.  He  was  a  man  still 
in  the  prime  of  life,  with  many  years  before  him  in  which  to 
retrieve  his  lost  fortune,  but  for  the  sake  of  his  wife  and 
only  daughter,  a  beautiful  girl  of  about  sixteen,  to  whom  he 
was  devotedly  attached,  tire  thought  of  poverty  unneived 
him. 

Nearly  a  quarter  of  an  hour  passed  when  the  secretary 
again  entered  the  office. 

“Well?”  the  pres  dent  said  interrogatively. 

“I  have  found  some  one  who  says  he  is  willing  to  try  it. 
but  he  is  only  a  boy.” 

“A  bey!” 

“Yes,  seventeen  or  eighteen  at  the  most.” 

“Where  is  he?” 

“In  the  outer  office.” 

"Bring  him  in  here.” 

The  secretary  left  the  office,  but  in  a  minute  or  two  re¬ 
turned.  followed  bv  a  youth  of  about  the  age  he  had  stated, 
but  with  a  grave  look  upon  his  face  that  made  him  appear 
two  or  three  years  older. 

Notwithstanding  its  thoughtful  expression  it  was  a  hand- 
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some  face,  and  the  broad  forehead,  clear,  gray  eyes,  and  firm 
mouth  told  that  their  owner  possessed  a  resolute  character. 

The  president  looked  at  him  searchingly  and  gave  a  short 
nod  of  approval.  . 

“You  say  you  are  willing  to  run  the  train  through  to  Noah- 
villo  to-night?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,  sir,”  the  young  man  answered. 

“Have  you  ever  run  an  engine  before?” 

“Not  alone;  but  I  have  often  run  it  the  whole  trip  to  Noah- 
ville  under  my  father’s  directions.” 

“What  is  your  name?” 

“Richard  Davis.” 

“The  son  of  old  Dan  Davis,  who  ran  engine  twenty-three  ? 

For  a  moment  or  two  the  young  man  hesitated. 

“His  adopted  son,”  he  answered,  at  length. 

“Oh,”  the  president  said,  “you  are  the  boy  known  as  Red 
Light  Dick.” 

The  blood  mounted  to  the  youth’s  face  as  he  replied  in  the 
affirmative. 

“And  you  have  run  with  old  Dan  on  twenty-three?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  are  willing  to  run  the  train  through  to-night  on  your 
own  responsibility?” 

“I  am  willing  to  try  it.” 

“Very  well.  I  see  you  are  a  resolute  young  man.  But  do 
you  know  the  risk  you  will  run?” 

“I  am  aware  of  it.” 

“And  you  still  'are  willing  to  try  and  run  the  train 
through  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Very  well.  If  you  succeed  you  will  be  well  rewarded.  If 
you  fail,  I  can  tell  by^your  appearance  it  will  not  be  your 
fault.” 

Red  Light  Dick  bowed  and  asked: 

“Have  the  firemen  also  struck?” 

“No,  not  as  yet.  The  firemen  and  the  other  necessary 
hands  are  willing  to  run  the  risk.  All  we  want  is  an  engi¬ 
neer.” 

“The  train  leaves  at  six-thirty.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  in  half  an  hour  I  will  return  and  take  charge  of  the 
engine.” 

After  a  few  more  words  he  took  his  leave  and  walked  rap¬ 
idly  toward  the  suburbs  of  the  town  where  his  adopted  father 
lived.  His  visit  was  a  short  one,  however,  and  at  the  time 
named  he  was  back  again  at  the  office,  and  was  formally 
given  charge  of  the  engine. 

It  yet  wanted  two  or  three  hours  of  the  time  for  starting, 
and  the  young  engineer  employed  it  in  carefully  inspecting 
every  part  of  the  engine;  the  way  he  went  about  it  was  suffi¬ 
cient  to  convince  any  person  that  he  thoroughly  understood 
it,  and  when  the  signal  to  start  was  given  he  obeyed  _it  as 
calmly  and  promptly  as  if  he  had  been  running  on  the  road 
for  years. 

Though  the  young  engineer’s  head  was  cool,  and  his  nei*ves 
steady  as  a  rock,  he  by  no  means  underestimated  the  danger 
of  his  undertaking;  during  his  visit  to  his  adopted  father’s 
house  he  had  armed  himself  with  a  revolver,  and  the  weapon 
now  rested  ready  to  his  hand  in  the  breast  pocket  of  his 
jacket. 

He  knew  it  was  more  than  probable  an  attack  would  be 
made  on  the  train,  and  he  was  determined  that  they  should 
find  him  ready.  He  had  undertaken  to  run  the  train  through 
to  Noahville  that  night,  and  if  it  lay  in  human  power  he  in¬ 
tended  to  do  it. 

He  would  have  felt  more  at  his  ease  had  he  been  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  firemen,  but  he  had  never  seen  either  of 
them  before.  However,  as  the  secretary  had  told  him  they 
were  to  be  depended  upon,  and  their  conversation  showed 
they  had  no  sympathy  with  the  strikers,  his  suspicious  feel¬ 
ings  gradually  subsided. 

As  night  came  on  he  had  enough  to  occupy  his  mind  in  at¬ 
tending  to  the  engine  and  keeping  a  sharp  lookout  ahead  for 
any  obstructions  that  might  be  upon  the  track;  several  hours 
passed,  however,  and  more  than  half  the  journey  was  com¬ 
pleted,  and  he  began  to  breathe  more  freely  as  the  country 
now  was  more  thickly  settled,  and  it  was  more  than  probable 
had  any  attack  upon  the  train  been  intended,  the  ruffians 
would  have  chosen  some  lonely  stretch  of  country  similar  to 
that  already  passed. 

Still  there  were  portions  of  the  road  where  no  human  habi¬ 
tation  could  be  seen  for  miles,  and  the  boy  engineer  did  not 
relax  his  vigilance,  but  still  continued  to  keep  a  sharp  look¬ 
out  ahead. 


He  had  forgotten  almost  the  very  existence  of  the  firemen, 
but  he  was  soon  to  have  it  recalled  to  him  in  a  tar  from 

Suddenly,  without  any  warning,  he  felt  himself  se  zed  uom 
behind,  while  a  muzzle  of  a  revolver  was  pressed  against  ins 

1'°‘ufCyou’re  wise  you  won’t  kick,”  a  rough  voice  said.  “We’re 
running  this  train  now,  and  don’t  you  forget  it.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

PAST  AND  PRESENT. 

Though  our  hero  had  given  h  s  name  to  President  Whitman 
as  Richard  Davis,  the  only  one  by  which  he  was  generally 
known  was  Red  Light  Dick. 

Who  his  parents  were  ho  had  never  known;  he  was  more 
than  an  orphan — a  foundling. 

One  winter  night  nearly  seventeen  years  before  our  story 
opens,  Dan  Davis  was  running  into  Noahvile,  when  he  saw 
a  red  light  on  the  track  ahead  of  him. 

Instantly  he  slackened  speed,  but  not  so  quickly  that  he 
was  but  a  few  yards  from  the  red  light  when  the  engine 
came  to  a  standstill. 

Then  he  saw  that  lying  beside  the  track  was  some  dark 
object  resembling  a  human  form. 

Instantly  he  and  the  fireman  alighted,  and,  approaching 
the  dark  object,  saw  it  was  the  form  of  a  woman,  stiff  and 
rigid  in  death. 

Close  beside  her  was  a  basket,  and,  upon  examining  it, 
they  found  nicely  wrapped  up  in  a  shawl  an  infant  about  a 
year  old. 

The  child  was  alive,  and  both  it  and  the  dead  woman  were 
lifted  on  board  the  train  and  carried  into  Noahville.  No 
clue  to  the  woman’s  identity  could  be  found,  however,  and 
she  was  burled  by  the  city,  and  the  child  was  about  to  be 
sent  to  the  almshouse  when  Dan  Davis  expressed  his  inten¬ 
tion  of  adopting  it. 

This  act  on  Dan’s  part  occasioned  no  little  surprise,  as  the 
engineer  was  a  confirmed  bachelor,  but  the  authorities  offered 
no  opposition,  and  Dan  carried  the  child  home  and  gave  it 
into  the  care  of  his  sister,  who  kept  house  for  him. 

As  years  passed  on,  the  engineer  became  as  much  attached 
to  the  boy  as  if  he  had  really  been  his  own  son.  He  had 
always  taught  him  to  call  him  father,  and  tried  to  keep  the 
story  of  his  not  being  his  parent  in  reality  from  him.  but  the 
boy  soon  learned  the  truth  from  other  lips,  and  came  to  ac¬ 
cept  the  name  of  Red  Light  Dick  as  naturally  as  the  one  his 
adopted  father  had  bestowed  upon  him. 

A  few  weeks  before  the  time  when  this  story  opens  old 
Dan  had  broken  one  of  his  limbs,  and  was  in  consequence 
confined  to  the  house.  It  was  to  acquaint  him  of  his  reso- 
lut  on  to  run  the  train  through  to  Noahville  that  Red  Light 
Dick  had  returned  to  the  house  before  taking  charge  of  the 
engine. 

Old  Dan  highly  applauded  the  youth’s  spirit. 

“I  knew  when  I  picked  you  up  off  the  side  of  the  track,”  he 
said,  “that  there  were  the  mak  ngs  of  a  man  in  you.  Put  her 
through,  boy.  for  all  she’s  worth;  and  if  you  can’t  make  the 
run  it  won’t  be  because  you  didn’t  have  the  spunk  to  try  it.” 

For  an  hour  or  two  after  Red  Light  Dick’s  departure  old 
Dan  continued  to  enlarge  upon  the  boy’s  good  qualities  to  his 
sister,  a  pleasant-faced  old  woman  but  a  year  or  two  younger 
than  himself,  and  who  cherished  an  affection  for  the  youth 
second  only  to  that  of  her  brother,  until  it  was  time  for  her 
to  prepare  supper. 

The  old  engineer  had  always  been  a  frugal  liver,  and  he 
was  very  comfortably  fixed.  He  occupied  a  little  cottage  of 
his  own,  surrounded  by  a  garden,  which  before  his  accident 
it  had  been  his  delight  to  cultivate;  and  since,  his  chief  en¬ 
joyment  had  been  in  sitt  ng  by  the  window  and  contemplat- 
mg  the  improvements  he  would  make  when  he  was  able  to 
get  around  again. 

His  sister  brought  in  his  supper  to  him,  and  having  fin¬ 
ished  it  he  lighted  his  pipe  and  sat  by  the  open  window  look¬ 
ing  into  the  garden  until  it  grew  dusk.  Even  after  the  lamp 
was  lighted  he  still  sat  there,  until  a  knock  came  upon  the 
cottage  door. 

Old  Dan  looked  surprised,  for  visitors  were  somewhat  rare 
at  the  cottage;  but  his  surprise  increased  when  his  sifter 
ushered  a  stranger  into  the  room. 

The  stranger  was  a  sleek,  oily-looking  person  of  middle 
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acre,  with  a  habitual  smirking  smile  upon  his  countenance, 
ho  ;eek  0:1'  his  shiny  silk  hat  and  made  an  almost  ob¬ 
sequious  bow  as  ho  entered. 

“Am  1  right  in  believing  1  address  Mr.  Daniel  Davis?”  he 
asked,  in  an  insinuating  way. 

“Yes,  that’s  my  name,”  the  old  engineer  answered. 

’  1  am  delighted  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Davis,”  the  stranger 
sa  d.  advancing  and  holding  out  his  hand.  “My  name  is  Peck- 
hum.  L  riah  Julius  Peckham,  of  St.  Louis,  and  my  profes¬ 
sion  is  that  of  the  law.” 

Old  Dan  took  the  proffered  hand  and  invited  the  visitor 
to  be  seated,  though  he  did  not  altogether  l’elish  the  last  part 
oi  his  speech!  he  had  a  decided  prejudice  against  law  and 
lawyers. 

“Thank  you,”  Mr.  Peckham  said,  seating  himself.  “Now, 
you  wonder  why  I  have  called  upon  you,  do  you  not?” 

"Very  natural,”  the  other  said.  “Very  natural,  indeed. 
Then  1  will  tell  you  the  cause  of  my  visit,  Mr.  Davis.  I  am  in 
search  of  information  that  you  alone  can  give  me.” 

Information?” 

“Yes,  and  when  I  tell  you  that  it  is  for  a  righteous  cause, 
and  also  may  be  the  means  of  putting  money  in  the  pockets 
of  both  of  us,  you  will  not  refuse  to  give  it  to  me.” 

“I’ll  tell  you  the  truth,  that’s  all  I  can  do.” 

"My  dear  sir,  that  is  all  I  want.  You  cannot  for  a  moment 
imag  ne  that  I  meant  to  induce  you  to  utter  a  falsehood. 
Quite  the  contrary,  I  assure  you.” 

“What  is  it  you  want  to  know?”  old  Dan  asked,  his  curi¬ 
osity  excited. 

“I  wish  to  ask  you  if  you  remember  a  certain  winter  night 
about  seventeen  years,  more  or  less,  ago,  when  you  were  driv¬ 
ing  the  engine  of  a  tra  n  running  into  Noahville?” 

“Ay,  there  is  one  night  I  rbmember  well  about  that  time.” 

“The  same  night  to  which  I  have  reference,  unless  I  am 
mistaken,”  Peckham  said.  “On  that  night  you  found  the 
dead  body  of  a  woman  and  a  living  child  beside  the  track.” 

“Yes.”  ' 

“The  -woman  -was  buried  by  the  city,  and  you  adopted  the 
child?” 

“I  did.” 

“Now,  what  I  want  to  ask  you  particularly,  did  you  notice 
anything  peculiar  about  the  woman  ? — any  mark  by  which 
you  could  recognize  her  in  a  crowd,  for  instance?” 

“Not  that  I  know  of.  Yes,  now  I  come  to  think,  there  was 
such  a  mark.” 

“What  was  it?” 

“A  mole  on  her  left  cheek.” 

The  lawyer  rubbed  his  hands  together  with  an  air  of  satis¬ 
faction. 

“Do  you  know  whether  she  had  any  money  on  her  when  she 
was  found?” 

“Two  or  three  dollars  was  all.” 

“Any  jewelry?” 

"None  except  a  little  gold  locket  around  her  neck  beneath 
her  dress.” 

“Ah!  And  nowT  we  come  to  the  most  important  point  of 
all.  Had  she  any  papers  about  her?” 

“There  couldn’t  be  any  found  at  first,  but  after  the  poor 
creature  was  buried  my  sister  found  a  paper  sewed  in  the 
lining  of  her  dress.” 

“And  that  paper  was  a  marriage  certificate?” 

“Yes.” 

“A  certificate  of  marriage,  in  which  Alice  Lyndon  and 
Arthur  Chamberlain  were  the  contracting  parties?” 

“Those  were  the  names  in  the  certificate.” 

“And  where  is  the  certificate  now?” 

“It’s  locked  up  safe  in  that  old  chest  yonder.  I  kept  it 
along  with  the  locket,  thinking  it  might  be  of  use  to  the  boy, 
some  time.” 

He  pointed  to  an  old-fashioned  oak  chest,  that  stood  in  a 
comer  of  the  room  as  he  spoke,  and  the  lawyer  asked: 

“Would  you  mind  letting  me  see  them?” 

“What  good  would  that  do  you?”  old  Dan  asked,  with  sud¬ 
den  suspicion.  “I  say  they’re  there,  and  they’re  safe.  Do 
you  think  I  am  lying  to  you?” 

“Nothing  of  the  sort,  I  assure  you,”  Peckham  hastened  to 
say.  “It  was  mere  curiosity,  nothing  more.  But  this  boy — 
does  he  still  live  with  you?” 

“Y^h,  and  a  better  boy  never  lived,”  old  Dan  answered,  en¬ 
thusiast  cally.  “I  couldn’t  think  more  of  him  and  him  of  me 
if  I  was  really  his  dad.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  it,”  the  lawyer  said,  rising.  “I  am  very 
rr  <i:  old 1  god  to  you  for  your  information,  and,  if  you  will 
all r,-..;  i  I  will  call  in  again  to-morrow  or  the  next  day  to 

see  you.” 


“You’re  welcome  at  any  time,”  the  engineer  answex’ed;  “but 
before  you  go,  teil  me  what  you’ve  been  asking  all  these  ques¬ 
tions  for.  You  sad  there  was  money  in  it.  Do  you  know 
who  the  boy’s  parents  are?” 

“Dear  me,  no,”  Peckham  said.  “I  thought  I  did,  but  I  find 
I  was  mistaken.  I  have  a  most  pressing  engagement  just 
now,  but  1  will  call  in  and  see  you  again,  you  may  depend 
upon  it.  Now  allow  me  to  bid  you  good-evening.” 

While  speaking  he  had  been  moving  toward  the  door;  as 
he  uttered  the  last  words  he  passed  out  into  the  hall,  leaving 
old  Dan  overwhelmed  with  astonishment. 

“Well,  if  that  isn’t  about  the  queei’est  old  duffer  I’ve  come 
across  in  a  long  time,”  he  soliloquized.  “Whatever  could  he 
mean  by  coming  and  asking  me  all  those  questions,  and  then 
going  off  like  that?” 

But  while  the  honest  old  engineer  was  trying  to  answer  his 
self-asked  question,  a  man  with  a  dark  saturnine  face  moved 
away  from  the  shelter  of  the  vines  beside  the  window,  where 
he  had  stood  and  listened  to  every  word  of  the  convei'sation. 

“I  am  in  luck  at  last,”  he  muttei’ed,  as  he  did  so.  “I  know 
now  where  the  only  proof  is  hidden,  and  if  the  brat - ” 

He  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  but  leaping  over  the  garden 
fence,  walked  rapidly  away  and  was  soon  lost  to  view  in  the 
deepening  dai’kness; 


CHAPTER  IIL 

AGAINST  TIME. 

As  Red  Light  Dick  felt  himself  seized  from  behind,  and 
heard  the  rough  cominand  spoken  in  his  ear,  he  involuntarily 
turned  his  head  and  saw  four  men  standing  beside  him. 

Two  of  them  were  the  firemen,  while  the  others  were  evil¬ 
looking  ruffians  armed  to  the  teeth. 

It  was  one  of  these  who  had  held  the  revolver  to  his  head, 
and  now  lowering  it  he  broke  into  a  hoarse  laugh. 

“We  trapped  you  nicely,  didn’t  we?”  he  said.  “Next  time 
you  try  to  ran  an  engine  get  an  extra  pair  of  eyes  in  the  back 
of  your  head.” 

“Shut  up  your  head,”  the  other  ruffian  said,  “and  chuck 
the  young  cub  overboard.  We’ve  got  no  time  to  waste  lis¬ 
tening  to  your  chin  music.” 

As  Red  Light  Dick  heal’d  these  bratal  words  he  could  not 
repress  a  shudder;  the  ti’ain  was  rushing  along  at  a  rate  of 
thirty  miles  an  hour,  and  to  be  thi'own  overboai’d  meant  in¬ 
stant  death. 

He  was  not  destined  to  meet  with  such  a  dreadful  fate, 
however,  for  one  of  the  firemen  instantly  answered  the  ruf- 
fian. 

“None  of  that,  now,  Clem,”  be  said.  “The  boy’s  a  game  one, 
and  I’m  not  going  to  see  him  hui’t.  I’m  in  with  you  on  any¬ 
thing  else,  but  old  Dan  Davis  saved  my  life  once,  and  this 
kid  ain’t  going  to  come  to  no  hai-m  while  I’m  ai'ound.” 

He  drew  a  revolver  from  his  bi’east  as  he  spoke,  and  fi’om 
his  manner  it  was  evident  he  meant  what  he  said. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  him,  then?” 

“Slacken  up  and  put  him  off.” 

The  ruffian  uttered  an  oath. 

“Not  much,”  he  exclaimed.  “I’ve  got  a  shorter  way  than 
that.” 

As  he  spoke,  he  pressed  the  trigger  of  his  weapon,  but  as 
he  d-d  so  the  fireman  knocked  up  the  bari*el,  and  the  bullet 
passed  through  the  l’oof  of  the  car;  the  next  moment  he  had 
the  ruffian  covered  with  his  own  weapon. 

“Look  here,  Clem  Curi'y,”  he  said,  “I’ve  got  the  drop  on 
you.  Either  you  agree  to  slacken  up  and  let  the  boy  go,  ox 
I’ll  give  you  a  free  passage  to  the  brimstone  pit!” 

For  a  minute  or  two  a  lively  discussion  ensued,  but  the  fii'e- 
man  was  firm  in  his  pi'oposition,  and  at  last  they  agreed  to 
slacken  up  the  train  and  put  Red  Light  Dick  off. 

This  was  accordingly  done,  and  the  ti’ain  once  more  rushed 
on  in  the  direction  of  Noahville,  leaving  the  youth  standing 
besde  the  track. 

For  several  moments  he  stood  consideiing  how  to  act,  and 
then  he  started  at  full  speed  along  the  track  in  the  direction 
the  ti’ain  had  taken. 

The  nearest  station  was  about  three  miles  away,  and  it  was 
his  intention  to  get  thei'e  as  rapidly  as  possible,  and  tele- 
grapli  the  news  on  to  Noahville  that  the  train  was  in  the 
hands  of  the  strikers. 

For  a  mile  or  more  he  went  on,  when,  suddenly  turning  a 
curve,  the  light  of  half  a  dozen  lanterns  Hashed  through  the 
darkness  ahead  of  him. 
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By  their  light  he  could  see  more  than  half  a  dozen  men 
engaged  in  tearing  up  the  rails. 

In  an  instant  he  realized  that  they  belonged  to  Black  Bur¬ 
ton’s  gang  of  train-wreckers,  and  they  were  wait  ng  to  wreck 
and  plunder  the  train  from  Noahville  that  was  due  in  less 
than  half  an  hour. 

The  wretches  had  chosen  their  spot  well,  and  Red  Light 
Dick  shuddered  as  he  realized  that  unless  they  were  warned 
in  time  nothing  could  save  all  on  board  the  train  from  a  hor¬ 
rible  doom. 

If  he  could  only  pass  by  the  wreckers  he  might  be  in  t  me 
to  stop  the  train;  but  to  do  so  seemed  impossible,  as  the 
spot  they  had  selected  was  on  an  embankment  leading  to  a 
bridge,  where  they  could  not  avoid  seeing  him. 

Still  he  determined  to  attempt  it,  and  cautiously  He 
crawled  nearer  and  nearer,  until  he  could  hear  their  conversa¬ 
tion. 

“She’ll  be  due  in  less  than  twenty  minutes  now.”  one  of 
them  said.  “I  hope  we’ll  make  a  better  haul  this  time  than 
we  did  last.  There  wasn’t  enough  on  the  whole  train  to  pay 
for  the  trouble  of  going  through  it.” 

“I  hope  we  will,  for  it’s  getting  to  be  a  mighty  risky  busi¬ 
ness,”  another  answered.  “Those  vigilance  patrols,  as  they 
call  them,  are  something  we  did  not  count  on.” 

“No — curse  them!  they  caught  two  of  our  boys  last  night, 
and  hung  them  without  trial  or  jury.” 

“I  hope  they  won’t  come  nosing  around  here  to-night,”  an¬ 
other  said. 

“If  they  do,  all  we’ve  got  to  do  is  to  skip,  and  let  them  go 
to  thunder.  For  my  part,  I  don’t  see  any  use  in  risking  my 
life  when  there’s  nothing  to  be  gained  by  it. 

“Nor  me  either,”  the  first  speaker  said,  and  this  opinion 
seemed  to  be  shared  by  the  whole  gang. 

Meanwhile,  Red  Light  Dick,  revolver  in  hand,  had  been 
crawling  stealthily  along  the  side  of  the  embankment.  He 
had  nearly  passed  the  spot  where  the  wreckers,  having  fin¬ 
ished  their  nefarious  work,  were  standing,  when  a  loose 
stone  slipped  beneath  him  and  went  crashing  down  to  the 
foot  of  the  embankment. 

The  sound  fell  upon  the  ears  of  the  train-wreckers,  and  in 
an  instant  the  light  of  their  lanterns  was  flashed  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  from  which  the  sound  had  proceeded. 

Seeing  that  any  further  attempt  at  concealment  was  use-  ! 
less.  Red  Light  Dick  sprang  to  his  feet,  and,  leveling  his 
revolver,  fired. 

The  bullet  passed  harmlessly  over  the  heads  of  the  ruffians, 
and  with  a  feeling  of  chagrin  at  the  ill-success  of  his  shot 
again  the  youth  pressed  the  trigger. 

This  time  the  bullet  found  its  billet,  and  one  of  the  niffians 
who  carried  a  red  lantern  fell  with  a  cry  of  agony  to  the 
ground,  while  the  lantern  dropping  from  his  hand,  rolled 
down  the  embankment  until  its  progress  was  stopped  by  a 
clump  of  bushes. 

Once  more  Red  Light  Dick  pressed  the  trigger,  but  as  he 
did  so  the  weapon  was  knocked  upwards;  the  next  moment  it 
was  wrested  from  his  grasp,  and  he  found  himself  a  prisoner 
in  the  hands  of  the  train- wreckers. 

In  an  instant  he  was  dragged  up  on  the  track,  and  the  light 
of  the  lanterns  flashed  into  his  face,  while  the  fierce  oaths 
and  exclamations  of  his  captors  told  him  too  plainly  what 
mercy  he  might  expect. 

“The  young  cub  has  killed  one  of  our  best  men,”  one  of 
them  said.  “What  shall  we  do  with  him?” 

“Shooting  is  too  good  for  him,”  another  replied.  “Bind  him 
hand  and  foot,  gag  him,  and  leave  him  on  the  track.” 

This  inhuman  suggestion  was  seized  upon  with  avidity,  and 
they  at  once  proceded  to  put  it  into  execution. 

In  a  few  moments  his  hands  were  tied  behind  his  back,  while 
a  coid  was  also  fastened  around  his  ankles. 

*  Now  for  the  gag,”  the  miscreant  who  had  made  the  sug¬ 
gestion  cried.  “Quick!  for  the  train  will  be  due  in  less  than 
ten  minutes.” 

Hardly  had  he  uttered  the  words  than  the  sound  of  shouts, 
mingled  with  pistol-shots,  rang  out  from  the  direction  in 
which  Red  Light  Dick  had  come. 

1  he  train-wreckers  stopped  short  and  looked  at  each  other. 

“It  is  the  cursed  patrol,”  one  of  them  said.  “Dowse  the 
glims  and  scatter.  rIhis  young  cub  will  be  safe  enough  here 
until  the  train  arrives.” 

In  an  instant  the  lanterns  were  all  extinguished,  and  the 
villains  hurried  away,  leaving  the  young  engineer  to  await 
his  horrible  doom. 

Even  as  they  did  so  the  distant  shriek  of  the  approaching 
locomotive  could  be  heard. 

Red  Light  Dick’s  blood  ran  cold  as  ho  heard  it. 


Not  only  for  hims  ^  did  he  tremble,  but  for  those  on  board 
the  train  who  were  rush  ng  blindly  to  their  doom. 

If  he  were  only  free  he  might  save  them  even  yet. 

Desperately  he  struggled  to  free  his  ankles  from  the  cord 
that  held  them. 

As  he  did  so  fresh  hope  filled  his  breast. 

His  boots  were  of  heavy  leather,  and  the  cord,  though 
drawn  tightly,  had  not  compressed  them  sufficiently  to  pre¬ 
vent  of  his  drawing  his  feet  out. 

Placing  the  toe  beneath  the  rail  he  pulled  with  all  his 
strength  unt'l  he  succeeded  in  drawing  one  foot  out  of  the 
boot;  to  remove  the  other  was  easy,  and  in  a  moment  more 
he  was  on  his  feet. 

For  a  moment  he  stood  and  glanced  around;  as  he  did  so 
his  eye  fell  upon  the  red  lantern  still  burning  where  it  had 
been  caught  by  the  bush  on  the  side  of  the  embankment. 

In  an  instant  he  was  beside  it;  his  hands  were  still  tied  be¬ 
hind  his  back,  but  bend'ng  down  he  seized  the  ring  in  his 
teeth,  and  with  a  single  bound  regained  the  track. 

As  he  did  so  again  he  heard  the  shriek  of  the  approaching 
locomotive,  this  time  fearfully  near,  while  the  rails  trembled 
beneath  the  rapidly  revolving  wheels. 

There  was  not  a  moment  to  lose;  every  second  might  mean 
a  hundred  human  lives,  and  with  the  lantern  still  held  be¬ 
tween  his  teeth  he  dashed  across  the  bridge  to  meet  tne 
train. 

The  thought  of  all  that  depended  on  his  speed  seemed 
almost  to  lend  him  wings,  yet  he  was  conscious  he  was  going 
all  too  slow.  It  was  a  terrible  race — a  race  against  time. 
Would  he  be  too  late? 


CHAPTER  IV. 


SHOT  DOWN. 


With  the  lantern  still  held  firmly  in  his  teeth.  Red  Light 
Dick  advanced  at  his  fastest  speed  to  meet  the  approaching 
train. 

Would  he  be  able  to  turn  the  curve  before  the  train 
reached  it,  and  be  able  to  save  the  lives  of  those  on  board  who 
otherwise  would  bo  inevitably  doomed  ? 

Would  the  engineer  see  the  light  of  the  lantern  in  time  to 
stop  the  tra'n,  or  would  his  effort  to  save  them  prove  futile? 

These  and  a  dozen  other  similar  questions  flashed  through 
the  young  man’s  mind,  and  he  strained  every  nerve  to  in¬ 
crease  his  speed. 

His  race  against  time  was  a  fierce  one  but  he  was  so  far 
successful  that  he  turned  the  curve  before  the  train  had 
reached  it. 

He  could  see  the  headlight  of  the  locomotive,  however,  but 
a  short  distance  away,  and  by  the  rattle  of  the  wheels  he 
knew  the  train  was  com'ng  on  at  full  speed. 

Even  now  he  might  be  unable  to  save  the  lives  of  all  on 
board. 

It  all  depended  on  whether  the  engineer  would  see  the  lmht 
in  t  me.  and  standing  in  the  muddle  of  the  track  he  waited 
untd  the  train  was  within  a  hundred  yards  or  so  of  him. 

St  11  there  seemed  to  be  no  diminution  of  its  speed,  and, 
leaping  off  the  track,  he  sprang  upon  a  huge  boulder  that  lay 
beside  it. 


Hardly  had  he  done  so  than  the  train  went  thundering  by, 
a.nd  a  feeling  of  horror  filled  the  boy’s  breast,  as  he  came  to 
the  conclusion  they  had  not  seen  the  lantern. 

A  lew  seconds,  that  seemed  ages,  passed,  and  then  could 
be  heard  the  sound  of  the  brakes  being  put  dovTi,  and  the 
engine  instantly  began  to  slacken  speed. 

Red  Light  Dick’s  first  surmise  had  been  incorrect;  the  en- 
gincei  had  seen  the  lantern,  and  though  still  fearing  that  the 
vaining  had  come  too  late,  the  boy  again  leaped  upon  the 
track  and  ran  at  full  speed  after  the  train. 

Not  until  the  train  had  nearly  crossed  the  bridge,  however, 
did  it  come  to  a  standstill,  and  then  not  fifty  yards  inter¬ 
vened  between  it  and  the  portion  of  the  track  that  had  been 
derailed. 

Before  the  engineer  and  conductor  had  found  out  what  was 
the  cause  of  the  s  gnal  of  danger.  Red  Light  Dick,  with  the 

‘•iv n  ?JlU  betTeen  his  teeth-  reached  the  train. 
y\  as  it  you  who  waved  the  red  light  for  us  to  stop?”  the 
engineer  asked. 

“Yes,”  Red  Light  Dick  answered,  letting  the  lantern  drop 
to  the  ground  as  he  did  so. 

“What  for?” 
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“Because  if  you  had  run  fifty  yards  further  you  would  all 
have  boon  doomed.  Half  a  dozen  rails  have  been  torn  up 
irom  the  track  ahead  of  you.” 

The  conductor  and  the  engineer  turned  pale  as  they  thought 
01  toe  fearful  fate  they  had  so  narrowly  escaped. 

"How  did  you  come  to  know  of  it?”  the  latter  asked. 

"1  was  runing  the  tra  n  to  Noahville,  when  I  was  seized 
by  four  men  who  had  crawled  upon  me  unawares.  They  set 
me  olf  the  train,  and  1.  while  making  my  way  to  the  nearest 
station  to  telegraph  the  news,  came  upon  a  party  of  the 
scoundrels  tearing  up  the  rails.  They  made  me  their  pris¬ 
oner,  but  1  managed  to  escape  just  in  time  to  warn  you  of 
your  danger.” 

“You  have  saved  the  lives  of  all  on  board  the  train,”  the 
conductor  said,  heartily.  “What  is  your  name?  It  sbems 
your  face  s  familiar  to  me.” 

“I’m  known  as  Red  Light  Dick,”  our  hero  answered. 

“Old  Dan  Davis’  boy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  we  all  owe  you  our  lives.  But  the  question  is  what 
arc  we  to  do  next?” 

“Did  you  meet  the  Noahville  train?”  Red  Light  Dick 
asked. 

"Yes.” 

“Where?” 

“At  the  siding,  about  ten  m’les  from  here.  Everything 
appeared  to  bo  all  right.”  * 

“Yres,  the  scoundrels  no  doubt  waited  until  you  had  passed, 
so  that  there  would  be  no  fear  of  any  interruption  while  they 
were  going  through  the  train.  They  have  no  doubt  done  it 
by  this  time,  and  probably  left  the  train  on  the  track.  The 
best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  run  the  train  back  to  the  nearest 
station  and  have  men  sent  to  repair  the  track.  Then  we  can 
go  on  to  the  other  train,  and  if  they  have  not  damaged  the 
engine  I  can  still  run  the  train  through  before  morning.” 

This  was  the  only  sensible  advice  that  could  be  given,  and 
it  was  at  once  carried  out;  the  train  was  run  back  to  the  sta¬ 
tion.  and  then  the  engine  with  a  single  car  attached,  con¬ 
taining  a  dozen  or  more  men,  went  on  to  find  the  captured 
train. 

In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  they  saw  it  standing  on 
the  track  ahead  of  them,  and  the  engine  being  brought  to  a 
standstill,  the  men,  all  of  whom  wei'e  armed,  and  one  of 
them,  who  seemed  to  be  the  leader,  commanded  sternly; 

“Halt,  where  you  are  or  wTe  will  fire  upon  you.” 

The  men  from  the  station  mistaking  them  for  the  train- 
robbers,  instantly  drew7  their  wreapons,  and  in  a  minute  or 
twro  more  there  would  have  been  bloodshed  had  not  one  of 
the  men  from  the  station  recognized  the  speaker’s  voice. 

“Is  that  you,  Mat  Matheson?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,  it’s  me,”  w7as  the  answer.  “Keep  back,  you  bloody 
cut-throats,  or  we’ll  riddle  you  with  bullets.” 

“Hold  up,”  the  other  sa  d.  “We  don’t  belong  to  the  train- 
wreckers,  or  the  strikers  either.  I’m  Dick  Carlton,  and  we’ve 
just  come  from  the  station  in  search  of  this  train.” 

A  few  more  words  and  the  wfiole  affair  w7as  satisfactorily 
explained. 

It  had  been  a  mutual  mistake,  each  party  taking  the  other 
to  be  train-robbers,  while  in  reality  Mat  Matheson  was  in 
command  of  one  of  the  patrols  that  had  been  organized  for 
the  purpose  of  hunting  down  Black  Burton  and  his  band. 

They  had  arrived  upon  the  scene  just  as  the  ruffians  had 
brought  the  train  to  a  standstill,  and  after  a  short  but  fierce 
struggle  had  been  put  to  flight. 

Beyond  a  few  slight  wounds,  none  of  the  party  had  been  | 
hurt,  while  the  passengers’  property,  as  well  as  the  express 
company’s  packages,  were  safe. 

When  the  engine  from  the  station  arrived,  they  had  been 
consult  ng  together  as  to  what  they  should  do  next,  for  there 
was  no  one  among  them  who  knew  how  to  run  an  engine. 

Red  Light  Dick  soon  set  the  question  at  rest. 

Mak-ng  an  examination  of  the  engine,  he  saw  that  it  had 
not  been  damaged;  and  two  men  volunteering  to  act  as  fire¬ 
pan,  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  train  was  again 
running  at  full  speed  to  Noahville. 

No  further  interruption  occurred,  and  the  following  morn- 
jr  \  though  about  an  hour  behind  time,  it  reached  its  des¬ 
tination. 

When  the  incidents  of  the  previous  nght  became  known, 
the  young  engineer  was  the  hero  of  the  hour,  and  during  the 
day  he  received  a  telegram  from  President  Whitman,  thank- f 
\r,v  him.  in  the  name  of  the  company,  for  his  services. 

By  an  '-arlv  hour  the  next  morning  the  torn-up  rails  were 
laid  again,  and  the  train  from  Mainopolis — as  we  will  call 


the  city  where  the  head  offices  were  situated — carao  into 
Noahville  but  an  hour  or  two  behind  time. 

As  in  running  the  day  trains  there  was  comparatively  little 
danger,  it  was  not  so  difficult  to  procure  men,  but  on  the 
li  ght  trains  it  was  next  to  an  impossibility. 

Having  brought  the  train  into  Noahville,  Red  Light  Dick 
knew  he  would  be  expected  to  return  with  it  to  Mainopolis, 
and  at  the  proper  hour  he  was  on  hand. 

He  well  know  the  danger  of  the  task  he  was  undertaking, 
but  ho  had  carefully  weighed  that  before  offering  his  ser- 
v’ees  and  he  was  determined  to  rema  n  at  his  post  until 
either  the  strike  was  over  or  he  lost  his  life  in  trying  to  do  so. 

This  time  he  had  nothing  to  fear  from  the  treachery  of  the 
firemen,  and  as  they  all  were  armed,  they  felt  they  had  but 
little  to  fear  in  case  of  an  attack  upon  the  train. 

The  only  danger  lay  in  a  torn-up  rail  or  some  obstruction 
on  the  track. 

The  night  was  a  dark  one;  heavy  clouds  obscured  the  sky, 
and  not  a  star  was  visible. 

A  night  better  suited  for  the  train-wreckers’  nefarious 
work  could  not  have  been  chosen. 

About  half  the  distance  had  been  traveled  in  perfect  safety, 
and  the  train  was  within  a  dozen  miles  or  so  of  the  spot 
where  the  rails  had  been  tern  up  on  the  previous  night,  when, 
suddenly,  through  the  darkness  ahead,  the  young  engmeei 
saw  the  flash  of  a  red  light. 

Instantly  he  slackened  speed,  and,  on  approaching  nearer, 
he  saw  it  was  directly  in  the  middle  of  the  track. 

The  thought  that  it  might  be  a  ruse  of  the  train-wrecker9 
flashed  through  his  mind,  but,  at  the  same  t  me,  he  remem¬ 
bered  that  had  not  his  own  signal  of  danger  been  heeded  the 
previous  night  the  train  would  have  been  doomed,  and,  slow¬ 
ing  up,  he  bi'ought  the  train  to  a  standstill. 

As  he  did  so  he  saw  that  had  he  not  done  so  all  on  board 
would  have  been  doomed. 

Not  a  dozen  feet  ahead  of  the  engine  were  two  huge  pieces 
of  timber  lashed  to  the  rails. 

It  was  on  top  of  one  of  these  that  the  lantern  from  whicT 
the  red  Tght  proceeded  stood,  and  hardly  had  he  noticed  this 
fact  than  the  mingled  repox-ts  of  more  than  half  a  dozer 
revolvers  broke  the  silence,  and  a  shower  of  bullets  camt 
whistling  around  him. 

The  next  moment  more  than  a  dozen  men,  weax-ing  masks 
and  armed  to  the  teeth,  came  crowding  upon  the  engine. 

In  an  instant  Red  Light  Dick  idealized  that  his  first  sus¬ 
picion  had  been  correct,  and  the  Tght  had  been  placed  there 
by  the  train-robbers  to  give  them  an  oppoiTunity  to  boax-d 
the  train,  and,  as  the  knowledge  flashed  through  his  mind,  he 
drew  his  revolvers. 

Crack — crack! 

The  l'eports  of  both  weapons  were  almost  simultaneous, 
and  two  of  the  foi’cmost  ruffians  fell  dead,  or  mortally 
wounded. 

Ci’ack — crack ! 

Again  the  weapons  flashed  fire,  and  two  more  of  the  xnf- 
fians  fell  back  with  cries  of  agony  upon  their  lips. 

Once  more  his  fingers  pressed  the  ti'iggei’S,  but  hardly  had 
they  done  so  than  another  volley  of  bullets  answei'ed  the  re- 
ports,  and  with  a  thin  ci’irnson  -stream  trickling  over  his 
face  Red  Light  Dick  fell  unconscious  to  the  floor. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A  DARK  PLOT. 

For  some  time  after  the  departure  of  the  lawyer  Peckham 
from  the  cottage,  the  old  eng  neer  and  his  sister  sat  discuss¬ 
ing  as  to  what  could  have  been  his  object  in  making  the  in¬ 
quiries  he  had  done. 

“He  seemed  to  know  all  about  the  papers,  too,”  old  Dan 
said,  reflectively.  “Now  how  could  he  come  to  do  that?” 

“That’s  more  than  I  can  tell,”  his  sister  answered,  “but 
them  lawyers  has  a  way  of  finding  out  things  that  honest 
people  don't  know  anything  about.  There’s  one  thing  certain, 
though — he  knows  who  the  boy’s  parents  were.” 

“Yes,  it  seems  so.  He  said,  when  he  first  came  in.  thei'e 
was  a  lot  of  money  in  the  information  he  wanted  to  get  from 
me.  but  he  went  out  without  mentioning  it  again.” 

“Maybe  since  he  learned  all  he  wanted  to  know,  without 
paying  for  ;t,  that  is  the  reason  lie  went  out  so  sudden.” 

“I  shouldn’t  wonder,  but  there’s  one  thing  that  troubles 
me.” 

“What  is  that?” 
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“Whether  he  is  a  friend  to  the  boy  or  an  enemy.” 

“That’s  true.” 

“There  was  something  about  him  that  I  did  not  like  much. 
I  can’t  say  exactly  what  it  was,  but  it  was  a  feeling’  sort  of 
like  he  wasn’t  to  be  trusted.” 

“That’s  just  the  way  I  felt  myself,”  his  sister  answered. 

“Now,  this  affair  has  to  be  looked  at  from  all  points,”  old 
Dan  went  on  didactically.  “If  he’s  a.  friend  to  the  boy,  he’s 
welcome  to  all  I  told  him;  but  if  he  ain’t,  why,  we’ve  got  to 
be  careful.” 

“Yes,”  his  sister  said,  “but  if  he  is  an  enemy  the  mischief  is 
done.” 

“Not  all  of  it.” 

“How  do  you  mean?” 

“I’ll  tell  you.  You  know  I  told  him  I  had  the  marriage 
certificate  and  the  locket?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  told  him  where  they  were?” 

“Yes.” 

“And"  the  place  where  they  are  is  in  that  old  chest  yonder.” 

“Yes,  they’ve  been  there  for  nearly  seventeen  years.” 

“Just  so.  Well,  then,  if  he’s  a  friend  he’s  only  got  to  prove 
it,  and  I  hand  him  over  the  papers  if  it’s  going  to  do  the  boy 
any  good.  But  at  the  same  time  we  don’t  know  that  he  is  a 
friend,  and  we’ve  got  to  suppose  he’s  an  enemy.” 

His  sister  looked  as  if  she  did  not  quite  follow  this  system 
of  reasoning. 

“Now,  suppose  he  is  an  enemy,”  the  old  man  went  on.  “He 
knows  where  the  papers  are,  and  if  they  are  of  any  value  to 
him  I  reckon  he’s  not  the  sort  of  a  man  to  stick  at  any  means 
to  get  hold  of  them.”  , 

“Exactly.  Now  we  have  got  to  prepare  for  such  an  event.” 

“How?” 

“Just  you  take  the  key  and  open  the  chest.” 

“Now,”  he  said,  “we’ll  put  these  away  in  some  other  place, 
where  they’ll  be  safe,  and  if  that  lawyer  tries  to  steal  them 
ho’ll  find  himself  fooled.” 

The  old  man  chuckled  at  his  own  shrewdness,  and  then  an¬ 
other  idea  seemed  to  strike  him. 

“We’ll  fool  him  worse  than  that,  though”  he  said.  “We’ll 
make  him  think  he’s  got  them  until  he’s  left  the  house,  and 
then  if  we  miss  the  package  we’ll  know  where  to  find  the 
thief.” 

“How  can  we  do  that?”  his  sister  asked. 

“Easy  enough.  We’ll  fold  up  my  certificate  and  some  other 
papers  and  put  them  in  the  handkei'chief  along  with  that 
locket  I  gave  you  many  a  year  ago.  When  he  sees  the  locket 
he’ll  think  sure  he’s  got  the  right  package,  and  he  won’t  stop 
to  look  at  the  papers.” 

This  scheme  seemed  to  strike  his  sister  favorably.  The 
change  was  soon  made,  and  the  handkerchief  with  its  con¬ 
tents  replaced  in  the  trunk. 

For  some  time  longer  the  pair  sat  talking  about  the  law¬ 
yer’s  visit,  and  anxiously  wondering  how  Red  Light  Dick 
would  succeed  in  h  s  attempt  to  run  the  train  through.  Then, 
as  the  hands  of  the  clock  pointed  to  ten,  his  sister  assisted 
old  Dan  to  his  room,  and,  bidding  him  good-night,  sought  her 
own  apartment. 

She  held  the  papers  taken  from  the  chest  in  her  hand,  and 
closing  the  door,  she  raised  the  comer  of  the  carpet,  and 
then,  lifting  a  loose  board  in  the  floor,  laid  the  papers  be¬ 
neath  it.  Then  she  seated  herself  at  the  table,  and  taking  up 
a  Bible,  prepared  to  read  a  chapter  before  going  to  bed. 

Her  eyesight  was  none  of  the  best,  and  it  took  her  quite  a 
while  to  spell  the  chapter  through.  When  she  had  done  so 
she  removed  her  spectacles  and  sat  thinking  for  probably 
half  an  hour  longer,  when  she  suddenly  started  to  her  feet. 

“Land  sakes  alive!”  she  exclaimed,  “what  could  I  have  been 
think  ng  about?  I  forgot  to  put  any  bread  to  raise,  and 
there’s  not  a  bit  in  the  house!  I  must  go  and  do  it  this  very 
moment,  or  I  know  I  won’t  sleep  a  bit  all  night  for  thinking 
of  it!” 

She  took  the  lamp  as  she  spoke,  and  passing  out  of  the 
chamber  into  the  hall,  made  her  way  to  the  kitchen. 

As  she  passed  the  room  in  which  she  and  her  brother  had 
been  sitting,  she  saw  the  door  was  ajar,  and  advancing  to 
close  it,  she  saw  that  there  was  a  light  in  the  apartment. 

With  a  feeling  of  surprise  she  entered,  but  no  sooner  had 
she  crossed  the  threshold  than  she  stood  paralyzed  with  fear 
and  astonishment. 

On  his  knees  beside  the  old  chest  was  a  man  busily  en¬ 
gaged  in  trying  to  force  the  lock. 

It  was  the  same  man  who  had  stood  outside  the  window 
and  overheard  the  conversation  between  old  Dan  and  the 

lawyer. 


Though  the  old  woman’s  terrified  surprise  had  prevented 
her  from  making  any  outcry,  the  sound  of  her  steps  had 
fallen  on  the  man’s  ear,  and  in  an  instant  he  was  on  his  feet. 

The  next  moment  he  sprang  toward  her  and  seized  her  by 
tho  throat. 

In  vain  she  tried  to  utter  a  cry  for  assistance  as  she  strug-  V 
gled  in  his  grasp;  his  fingers  pressed  upon  her  throat  like 
bands  of  steel,  until  her  tongue  began  to  protrude  from  her 
mouth;  then  he  flung  her  to  the  floor  and  returned  to  the 
trunk. 

In  a  few  moments  he  had  forced  open  the  lock  and  seized 
the  package  t;ed  up  in  the  handkerchief.  Tearing  it  open, 
he  saw  the  locket  inside,  and  without  waiting  to  examine  the 
papers,  thrust  the  packet  into  his  pocket  and  passed  out  of 
the  house. 

A  horse  was  tied  to  the  garden  fence,  and  vaulting  into 
the  saddle,  he  rode  at  full  speed  away  from  the  city. 

For  several  hours  he  rode  on,  until  the  animal  began  to 
show  signs  of  fatigue,  st  11  he  urged  him  on  until  morning 
began  to  break,  when  he  stopped  at  a  roadside  tavern. 

He  was  evidently  no  stranger  there,  for  the  landlord  called 
him  captain,  and  showed  no  signs  of  displeasure  at  being 
called  up  so  early;  he  also  provided  the  traveler  with  a  fresh 
horse,  and  having  eaten  his  breakfast,  the  man  again  rode  on. 

After  a  ride  of  several  hours  longer  he  reached  a  stretch  of 
wooded  country,  with  no  human  habitations  to  be  seen  for  •“ 
miles,  and  turning  off  the  highway,  he  rode  along  a  bridle¬ 
path  through  the  forest,  until  he  came  to  a  narrow  ravine 
where  thirty  or  forty  men  were  encamped.  ^ 

All  were  armed  to  the  teeth,  and  a  harder  looking  crowd 
it  would  have  been  hard  to  find;  when  they  first  saw  the 
horseman  all  grasped  their  weapons  and  sprang  to  their  feet, 
but  as  he  drew  nearer  they  joined  their  voices  in  a  rough 
greeting. 

As  he  dismounted  and  began  to  speak  with  one  of  the  ruf¬ 
fians,  whom  he  addressed  as  lieutenant,  a  few  moments  was 
sufficient  to  explain  who  both  the  ruffians  and  the  horseman 
were. 

They  were  the  gang  of  train-wreckers;  their  numbers  were 
swelled  by  several  recruits  from  among  the  strikers  and  the 
horseman  was  their  leader.  Black  Burton. 

A  volley  of  curses  left  his  lips  as  he  learned  of  the  ill- 
success  of  their  attempts  on  both  the  trains  on  the  previous 
night. 

“I  might  have  known  how  it  would  be  if  I  was  not  with 
you,”  he  said.  “However,  I  do  not  regret  my  work  last  night, 
and  to-night  we  will  retrieve  the  failure.  Let  us  move  on  % 
now  to  the  cave.  With  the  patrols  around  it  is  not  safe 
here.” 


In  obedience  to  his  commands  the  whole  party  proceeded 
along  a  pathway  similar  to  that  he  had  followed  through  the 
wood  for  a  mile  or  more,  until  the  face  of  the  country  began 
to  grow  more  nigged  and  mountainous. 

At  length  they  paused  before  what  seemed  to  be  a  huge 
pile  of  boulders,  but  was  in  reality  the  entrance  to  a  huge 
cave,  and  passing  in  they  began  to  light  a  fire  and  nrepare 
a  meal  from  the  food  which  each  carried  in  a  haversack  slung 
over  his  shoulder. 

The  cave  had  evidently  been  visited  by  them  before,  and 
used  as  a  storing  place  for  their  plunder;  aifrcles  of  almost 
every  description  lay  piled  around;  and  taking  a  couple  of 
blankets,  Black  Burton  rolled  himself  up  in  them  a-id  went 
to  sleep. 

It  was  beginning  to  grow  dark  when  he  awoke;  during  his 
slumber  the  gang  had  been  joined  by  another  ruffian,  who 
now  advanced  toward  the  captain. 

I  have  come  from  the  station,”  he  said. 

’”  .  ack  Burton  answered,  “what  news?” 
xt  -fi6  ls  U:enty  thousand  dollars  in  gold  coming  from 
JNoahvule  to-mght,  and  the  president’s  daughter  will  be 
among  the  passengers.” 

A  flush  of  excitement  mounted  to  Burton’s  swarthy  face 

Ihe  president’s  daughter— Nora  Whitman?”  he  said  “Are 
you  sure?” 


“Certain.” 

“And  who  is  to  run  the  train?” 

The  boy  who  took  it  through  last  night — Red  Light  Dick 
You  are  sure  of  this  also?” 

Yes.” 

A  look  of  evil  triumph  was  on  Black  Burton’s  face,  as 
without  asking  any  further  questions,  he  walked  away  to  th< 
further  end  of  the  cave. 

“I  am  in  luck,  at  last,”  he  muttered,  when  out  of  hearimi 
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TV-r.:.:rt  the  .crirl  shall  bo  mine,  and  that  troublesome  brat 
removed  from  my  path  forever.”  » 


CHAPTER  VI. 

A  TERRIBLE  DOOM. 

W  lien  Red  Light  D  ck  recovered  consciousness  he  found 
himself  a  prisoner. 

H:s  ankies  as  well  as  his  wrists  were  firmly  tied  together, 
and  he  was  lying  on  the  ground  a  short  distance  from  the 
tiva  k  on  which  the  train  was  still  standing. 

He  had  had  a  narrow  escape  with  his  life;  the  bullet  had 
grazed  h  s  temple,  and  a  hair’s  breadth  more  would  have 
ended  his  earthly  career. 

Locking  around,  he  saw  he  was  not  alone. 

Seated  near  him,  and  like  himself  a  prisoner,  was  a  young 
giil  of  about  sixteen  or  seventeen. 

The  train- robbers  Avere  still  engaged  in  plundering  the ! 
cars,  and  by  the  lights  from  the  windows  and  the  flashing  j 
lantern  he  could  see  she  was  very  beautiful. 

As  the  young  engineer  struggled  to  a  sitting  position  she 
uttei'ed  an  expression  of  relief. 

“1  was  afraid  you  were  dead,”  she  said,  as  if  in  explana¬ 
tion  of  her  involuntary  utterance. 

“I  came  very  near  it,”  Red  Light  Dick  answered.  “I  won¬ 
der  they  did  not  finish  me  outright.  I  cannot  understand 
their  reason  for  keeping  me  a  prisoner.” 

"You  were  the  engineer,  were  you  not?”  the  girl  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Perhaps,  then,  they  have  made  you  a  prisoner  for  some¬ 
thing  the  same  reason  they  have  done  me.” 

“What  is  that?”  Dick  asked,  surprised. 

‘‘Because  they  know  my  father  will  do  almost  anything  to 
get  me  out  of  their  hands.” 

“Your  father?” 

“Yes.  My  name  is  Nora  Whitman.” 

“The  daughter  of  Mr.  Whitman,  the  president  of  the  com¬ 
pany  ?  ” 

“Yes.” 

“But  surely  he  was  not  aware  of  your  traveling  when  the 
country  is  in  such  a  dangerously  unsettled  state?” 

“No.  It  is  through  my  own  rashness  that  I  am  in  my  pres¬ 
ent  unpleasant  position.  I  was  visiting  some  friends  a  few 
miles  from  Noahville,  and  I  heard  my  mother  was  sick.  My 
friends  tried  to  dissuade  me  from  coming,  but  I  would  have 
my  own  way.” 

“It  is  vei’y  unfortunate.” 

“It  is  indeed.  I  shall  never  cease  to  reproach  myself  for 
causing  them  the  anxiety  I  know  they  will  suffer  when  they 
hear  of  me  being  a  prisoner.” 

The  girl  began  to  ween  bitterly,  and  Dick  had  no  consola¬ 
tion  to  offer.  He  well  knew,  that  the  strikers  would  never 
give  up  possession  of  her  until  their  demands  were  acceded 
to.  Her  life,  however,  he  knew  was  safe  for  the  present  at 
any  rate,  but  of  his  own  fate  he  was  not  so  sure. 

ile  well  knew  that  the  girl’s  idea,  that  by  keeping  him  as 
a  hostage  as  well  as  herself  they  intended  to  force  the  com¬ 
pany  to  accede  to  their  claims,  was  not  the  reason  they  had 
spared  his  life.  More  likely  that  it  was  only  to  reserve  him 
for  the  halter. 

Ho  did  not  give  express'on  to  these  thoughts,  however.  He 
determined  that  if  his  life  was  spared  he  would  never  rest 
until  he  had  rescued  the  girl,  but  at  present  he  uTas  helpless. 

This  time  he  could  not  liberate  his  feet,  as  he  had  done 
before,  and  he  could  only  wait  until  he  heard  his  ruffianly 
captors  pronounce  h  s  doom. 

The  girl  still  continued  to  cry  as  if  her  heart  would  break, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  the  train-robbers,  headed  by  Black 
Bu  i  ton,  anproached  the  spot  where  the  prisoners  sat. 

A<'  ii  .  ng  the  young  man,  Black  Burton  asked: 
are  the  fellow  khown  as  Red  Light  Dick?” 

“Yes.” 

"You  drove  the  train  from  Mainopolis  to  Noahville  last 
?• 

“Yes." 

'  A  re  I  warned  the  tran  from  Noahville  of  the  torn-up  rails.” 

"Not  content  with  that,  you  have  to-night  shot  two  of  our 
r re  :  or;.  I  f:nd  wounded  three  others.” 
i  only  did  it  in  sell-defense,”  Red  Light  Dick  answered. 

"It  don’t  matter  why  you  did  it,  you  shot  them  all  the 
Black  Burton  said.  Then  turning  to  the  surrounding 
ruff. an*,  he  asked: 


“Are  any  of  you  in  favor  of  letting  him  off,  providing  he 
joins  our  gang?” 

"No,”  came  from  the  throats  of  all. 

“Then  he  must  die.  How  shall  we  give  him  his  send-olf?” 

A  dozen  or  more  suggestions  were  at  once  offered,  and 
when  they  had  ceased,  Black  Burton  said: 

“The  easiest  and  best  way  is  to  blow  his  brains  out.” 

He  drew  his  revolver  as  if  with  the  intention  of  carrying 
out  his  words  as  he  spoke,  but  before  he  could  level  it  one 
of  the  ruffians  spoke  up. 

“See  here,  cap,”  he  said,  “even  if  you  do  kill  him  he’s  one 
like  ahead  of  us.  I’ve  got  a  better  plan  than  yours.” 

“What  is  that?” 

“I’ll  tell  you.  Just  lash  him  onto  the  cowcatcher  of  the  en¬ 
gine.  Then  open  the  throttle  and  let  her  go.” 

This  inhuman  proposal  was  seized  upon  at  once,  and  the 
cords  upon  Rod  Light  Dick’s  ankles  being  severed,  he  was 
grasped  by  a  dozen  hands  and  hurried  toward  the  engine. 

A  feeling  of  the  utmost  horror  took  possession  of  the  boy 
as  he  realized  his  fearful  doom,  but  knowing  well  that  any 
appeal  for  mercy  would  only  be  received  with  jeers,  he  sub¬ 
mitted  in  silence. 

In  a  few  moments  he  was  lashed  firmly  in  front  of  the 
engine;  then  it  was  uncoupled  from  the  train,  the  timber  re¬ 
moved  from  the  track,  and  the  throttle  opened  by  means  of  a 
rope  attached  from  the  ground. 

With  a  leap  that  almost  lifted  it  clear  off  the  track,  the 
engine  sprang  forward  at  a  rate  of  forty  or  fifty  miles  an 
hour. 

As  it  did  so,  in  spite  of  himself,  a  cry  of  horror  escaped 
the  boy’s  lips. 

It  was  drowned  almost  as  soon  as  uttered  in  the  clatter  of 
the  locomotive  wheels,  as  they  carried  him  on  to  his  doom. 

After  that  one  cry  he  did  not  utter  a  sound;  even  with 
clenched  teeth,  and  lips  firmly  compressed,  the  wind  seemed 
to  take  away  his  breath;  he  could  only  think  a  prayer,  that 
his  sins  might  be  forgiven;  for  that  he  might  be  saved  he 
el  d  not  dare  to  hope. 

It  seemed  every  moment  as  if  the  locomotive  would  jump 
clear  off  the  rails,  it  swayed  and  rocked  from  side  to  side,  as 
if  it  must  tip  over. 

Still  it  did  not,  but  continued  its  wild  race  through  the 
darkness,  until  suddenly  to  the  boy’s  ears  came  the  shriek 
of  a  locomotive. 

He  knew  it  was  the  ti'ain  from  Mainopolis;  at  the  mad 
speed  at  which  he  was  rushing  towards  it  they  must  soon 
collide,  and  then  all  on  board  as  well  as  he  were  doomed. 

Still  on  he  dashed  until  he  turned  a  curve,  wnen  a  long 
bridge  over  a  swiftly  flowing  river  came  in  sight  ahead. 

Another  moment  and  both  the  locomotives  had  rushed  upon 
the  bridge  toward  each  other. 

On  they  came,  until  not  fifty  yards  intervened  between 
them. 

Another  moment  and  they  would  meet. 

Closing  his  eyes,  Red  Light  Dick  thought  a  final  prayer 
and  waited. 

The  next  moment  the  locomotive  seemed  to  fly  through  the 
a  r.  and  opening  his  eyes  again  the  boy  saw  the  cause. 

Not  a  dozen  feet  were  now  between  the  two  locomotives, 
but  the  one  to  which  he  was  lashed  had  jumped  the  track,  and 
was  plunging  headlong  fi*om  the  bridge  to  the  dark  and 
swiftly  rushing  stream  below. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

AGAIN  A  PRISONER. 

The  situation  of  the  young  engineer  was  horrible  in  the 
extreme. 

It  seemed  that  not  even  a  miracle  could  save  him  from 
doom. 

Jumping  the  track,  the  engine  plunged  over  the  side  of  the 
bridge  to  the  dark  and  swiftly  rushing  stream  below. 

Horrow  sealed  the  unhappy  boy’s  lips;  he  could  only  think 
a  prayer  that  he  doubted  not  would  be  his  last. 

With  a  splash  the  engine  struck  the  water,  and  the  next 
moment  the  waves  had  closed  above  him. 

As  they  did  so  Dick  fancied  he  felt  the  rope  with  which 
he  was  lashed  to  the  front  of  the  engine  slacken. 

A  great  hope  flashed  through  his  breast,  and  exerting  his 
utmost  strength  he  sought  to  still  further  free  h  inself. 

He  knew  that  the  rope  with  which  he  had  been  bound  was 
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in  one  place,  and  if  any  part  of  it  loosened  he  would  soon  be 
able  to  free  himself. 

Fortunately  he  was  an  expert  swimmer  and  diver,  and 
holding  his  breath,  he  saved  himself  from  being  suffocated. 

As  he  exerted  all  his  strength,  he  found  that  his  surmise 
had  been  correct,  and  the  rope  had  become  loosened.  In  ty¬ 
ing  him  the  ruffians  had  overlooked  the  fact  that  the  rope 
had  passed  over  the  sharp  edge  of  a  square  steel  rod,  which 
had  nearly  cut  through  the  strands  during  the  engine’s  mad 
race  over  the  track,  and  when  it  took  tbe  final  plunge  the 
strands  had  parted  altogether. 

Before  lashing  him  to  the  engine,  the  ruffians,  no  doubt 
thinking  that  his  escape  was  impossible,  had  removed  the 
cords  from  h;s  wrists  and  ankles,  and  once  the  rope  that 
bound  him  to  the  engine  had  parted  he  was  fi’ee. 

Before  the  engine  had  struck  the  bottom  of  the  river  he 
was  clear  of  it,  and  striking  out  vigorously  he  rose  to  the 
surface. 

As  he  did  so  the  current  seized  him  and  swept  him  rapidly 
beneath  the  bridge. 

Hardly  had  it  done  so  than  above  the  spot  where  the  engine 
had  sunk  a  cataract  of  water  shot  up  into  the  air  and  fell 
back  again  with  a  deafening  roar. 

Red  Light  Dick  understood  in  an  instant  that  the  boiler 
had  exploded,  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  rapidity  of  the  cur¬ 
rent  he  would  have  been  doomed. 

By  this  time  the  train  that  had  so  narrowly  escaped  de¬ 
struction  had  slowed  up  and  come  to  a  standstill. 

Ra;sing  his  voice,  the  boy  tried  to  make  himself  heard,  but 
his  cries  were  lost  in  the  splash  of  the  waves,  and  after  a 
few  moments  the  train  again  started. 

As  it  did  so  a  dread  that  his  doom  was  only  defen*ed,  not 
averted,  entered  his  mind,  for  the  current  seemed  to  increase 
in  rapidity,  and  strike  out  as  he  would  against  it,  he  was 
powerless  to  get  any  nearer  the  shore. 

He  struggled  on  until  his  strength  began  to  be  expended, 
and  then  seeing  he  had  not  made  any  headway,  he  gave  up 
the  struggle  altogether  and  floated  along  with  the  current. 

It  proved  to  be  the  best  plan  he  could  have  adopted,  for 
after  being  carried  half  a  mile  or  so  further  the  force  of  the 
current  slackened,  and  he  was  able  to  reach  the  shore. 

Taking  off  his  clothes,  he  wrung  them  as  dry  as  possible; 
and  then  donning  them  again,  made  his  way  along  the  shore 
toward  the  bridge. 

As  he  did  so  he  made  up  his  mind  as  to  the  course  he  in¬ 
tended  to  follow. 

He  was  determined  to  return  to  the  spot  where  the  train 
had  been  stopped,  and  either  rescue  Nora  Whitman  from  the 
hands  of  the  train-robbers,  or  at  any  rate  find  out  the  place 
where  she  was  to  be  kept  a  prisoner. 

Accordingly,  when  he  reached  the  bridge,  he  began  to  walk 
along  the  track  toward  the  place  where  he  had  left  her. 

Although  at  the  fearful  rate  of  speed  at  which  the  engine 
had  rushed  along  the  d'stance  had  seemed  nothing,  it  was.  in 
reality,  three  or  four  miles,  and  even  making  all  the  speed  he 
could,  it  was  over  half  an  hour  before  he  reached  it. 

As  he  did  so  he  saw  that  the  train  was  no  longer  on  the 
track,  and  he  stood  wondering  both  how  it  could  have  been 
removed  and  where  the  train  from  Mainopolis  had  passed  it, 
when  the  sound  of  voices  fell  upon  his  ear. 

Th's  warned  him  that  the  train-robbers  wTere  still  about, 
and  crouching  down,  he  crawled  through  the  bushes  skirting 
the  track  in  the  direction  from  which  the  voices  proceeded. 

As  he  drew  nearer  he  saw  that  the  speakers  were  three 
ruffians,  who  "were  seated  on  nearly  the  same  spot  where  he 
had  lain  a  prisoner. 

“It  isn’t  any  use  waiting  here  any  longer,”  one  ot  them  was 


“Yes,  I  expect  so.  But  what  made  the  capta  n  change  his 
mind  so  quick  ?  He  seemed  willing  enough  to  start  him  on 
the  engine.” 

“I  can’t  say.  He’s  a  deep  one,  the  captain  is.  I  suppose  he 
must  have  got  some  other  scheme  in  his  head  that  wasn’t 
there  when  we  gave  the  boy  his  send-off.” 

“I  expect  so;  but  I  guess  we’ll  all  stand  a  poor  show  for 
the  hundred  dollars  he  offered  if  any  of  us  find  the  boy  alive.” 

“Did  he  offer  that?” 

“Yes.” 

“That’s  curious.” 

“It  is.  He  sa  d  that  if  he  had  escaped  and  we  could  get  our 
hands  on  him,  that  he  must  not  be  hurt  until  he  had  seen 
him. 

This  information  puzzled  the  young  engineer  as  much  as  it 
seemed  to  do  the  ruffians;  he  could  not  understand  what  mo¬ 
tive  Black  Burton  could  have  in  wishing  to  see  him;  he  had 
no  great  desire,  however,  that  the  wish  of  the  leader  of  the 
gang  of  train-robbers  should  be  gratified. 

For  a  mile  or  more  the  men  went  on,  Red  Light  Dick  still 
following,  until  the  cave  where  the  ruffians  had  passed  the 
previous  day  was  reached;  as  they  disappeared  through  the 
opening  he  hesitated  for  several  moments  before  following. 

For  some  time  he  was  undecided  whether  to  do  so,  or  hav¬ 
ing  located  the  cave,  return  and  get  a  sufficient  force  to  over¬ 
power  the  outlaws,  but  at  length  he  made  up  his  mind  to  run 
the  risk  and  enter  the  cave. 

While  he  was  away,  he  reasoned,  the  girl  might  be  re¬ 
moved  to  some  other  place,  while  if  he  entered  he  might  find 
an  opportunity  to  rescue  her  without  assistance. 

It  was  a  bold  resolve,  for  he  was  quite  unarmed,  but  tak¬ 
ing  a  stone  weighing  several  pounds  in  either  hand,  he  ad¬ 
vanced  cautiously  to  the  entrance  and  peered  into  the  cave. 

He  could  see  no  sign  of  any  sentinel,  and  advancing  a  few 
steps  further  he  was  able  to  get  a  view  of  the  interior. 

In  the  center  of  the  cave  a  large  fii'e  was  burning,  around 
which  two  or  three  dozen  of  the  ruffians  were  grouped  in 
various  attitudes,  while  a  short  distance  away  the  girl  was 
seated  on  a  rough  couch  covered  with  blankets,  in  an  attitude 
of  utter  dejection. 

The  fire  only  shed  a  circle  of  light  through  the  darkness 
that  did  not  reach  to  the  entrance;  all  around  the  walls  of 
the  cavern  were  piled  bales  and  boxes  of  every  descript  on. 
in  the  shadow  of  which  the  young  engineer  fancied  he  would 
have  no  difficulty  in  concealing  himself. 

There  were  several  bales  of  merchandise  close  to  the  spot 
where  the  girl  was  seated,  and  the  thought  entering  his  mind 
that  if  he  could  make  his  way  to  the  spot  he  would  be  able 
to  release  her  without  attracting  attention,  he  determined  to 
make  the  attempt. 

Crawling  stealthily  forward,  he  managed  to  get  behind  the 
boxes  near  the  entrance,  and  then  began  to  make  his  way 
along  the  wall  of  the  cave. 

He  succeeded  in  reaching  about  half  the  distance  to  where 
the  girl  was  seated,  and  then  he  came  upon  a  narrow  passage 
leading  from  the  main  cavern. 

As  he  did  so,  one  of  the  men  left  the  group  around  the 
fire  and  approached  the  captive  girl. 

Drawing  hastily  into  the  shadow,  Red  Light  Dick  watched 
him. 

For  some  moments  he  seemed  to  speak  earnestly  to  her, 
and  then,  .with  a  glance  at  the  ruffians  near  the  fire,"  he  drew 
his  knife  and  severed  the  cords  upon  her  wrists  and  ankles, 
then  walking  away  he  rejoined  his  comrades. 

Seating  himself,  he  addressed  them  for  several  minutes, 
and  then  all  rising,  they  advanced  to  the  entrance  of  the 
cavern  and  passed  out. 


saying. 

“No,  I  guess  not,”  was  the  answer.  “There  isn’t  anyone 
going  to  trouble  us  unt’l  morning,  and  the  captain  won’t  be 
back  for  several  hours.  Suppose  we  move  up  toward  the 
cave.” 

The  suggestion  met  with  the  approval  of  the  others,  and 
rising,  they  struck  into  the  bushes. 

Red  Light  Dick  at  once  realized  that  chance  had  favored 
him.  The  cave  of  which  they  spoke  was  without  doubt  the 
place  where  her  ruffianly  captors  intended  to  keep  Nora 
Whitman  a  prisoner,  and  he  determined  at  all  risks  to  follow 
them. 

Cautiously  he  crept  on  their  trail,  gradually  drawing  nearer 
to  them,  until  he  was  again  able  to  hear  every  word  they 
uttered  as  they  walked  along. 

“I  guess  the  captain  needn’t  fret  himself  about  that  young 
cub  they  call  Red  Light  Dick.”  one  of  them  said.  “It  will  be 
a  queer  kind  of  a  day  when  he  turns  up  again.” 


A'o  sooner  had  they  done  so  than  the  man  again  advanced 
to  the  girl,  and  taking  her  hand,  led  her  directly  toward  the 
passage  near  which  Red  Light  Dick  was  standing. 

Still  unavaie  whether  the  man  vTas  friend  or  foe,  and  un¬ 
willing  to  be  seen  until  he  was  sat  sfied  on  that  point,  the 
young  engineer  ictiented  behind  one  of  the  piles  of  boxes 
Hardly  had  he  done  so  than  he  felt  a  hand  laid  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  turning  his  head,  he  felt  the  sharp  point  of  a 
knife  pressed  against  his  throat. 

“Utter  a  word,  or  attempt  any  resistance,”  a  voice  said  in  a 
stern  wdusper,  “and  I  will  slit  your  throat  from  ear  to  ear.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

BETRAYED. 

„  As  the  engine  with  Red  Light  Dick  lashed  helplessly  in 
.ront  started  on  its  mad  race  to  destruction,  a  wild  shout 
I  o i  tiiumpa  left  the  throats  of  all  the  train-robbers. 
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Wait  ng  until  it  had  cenred.  Black  Burton  addreescd  them. 
‘Clear  the  passengers  out  of  the  cars  and  start  them  along 
the  t.ack,"  he  said.  “1  wish  to  speak  with  this  young  lady 

alone.” 

The  men  at  once  proceeded  to  obey  the  order,  while  Burton 
advanced  to  where  Nora  was  seated. 

"I  must  apologize  for  making  you  a  prisoner,”  he  said,  with 
a  bow,  “and  express  my  regret  that  necessity  compelled  me 

to  do  so.” 

Nora  was  naturally  a  courageous  girl,  and  she  answered  in¬ 
dignantly: 

“If  you  are  ashamed  of  the  outrage,  show  it  by  at  once  re- 
leas  ng  me.” 

“That  is  impossible.” 

"Impossible  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

"Pardon  me  a  moment.  Do  you  know  who  I  am?” 

"Yes.  You  are  the  scoundrel  known  as  Black  Burton.” 

An  evil  look  came  upon  the  ruffian’s  face,  but  repressing 
his  anger,  he  answered: 

“You  are  right.  I  am  Black  Burton,  but,  believe  me,  I  am 
not  so  black  as  my  enemies  have  painted  me.” 

The  girl  made  no  reply,  and  the  outlaw  continued: 

“I  have  been  the  victim  of  circumstances  and  the  treachery 
of  pretended  friends.  I  became  an  outlaw  through  no  fault 
of  my  own.  I  have  long  wished  to  abandon  this  mode  of  life, 
but  i  never  had  any  object  to  make  me  do  so  until  I  saw 
you.” 

The  girl  listened  with  a  sinking  heart,  as  she  surmised 
what  was  coming,  but  she  made  no  reply. 

“It  is  nearly  a  year  ago  since  I  saw  you  first,”  Black  Bur¬ 
ton  went  on,  "and  from  the  first  moment  I  loved  you.  For 
your  sake  I  will  do  anything.  I  will  give  up  this  life,  and 
resuming  my  real  name,  go  to  some  place  where  the  world 
will  never  suspect  my  past  life.  I  am  wealthy,  and  your 
every  wish  shall  be  gratified.  Now  you  know  why  I  have 
been  forced  to  make  you  my  prisoner.  I  did  so  because  I 
wanted  to  tell  you  this.  I  cannot  live  without  you.  You 
must  be  my  wife.” 

There  wras  a  suppressed  passion  burning  in  his  eyes  that 
alarmed  the  girl,  but  she  answered  bravely: 

“Your  wife?  Never!  I  will  die  first.” 

The  ruffian  saw  that  she  meant  what  she  said,  and  his 
manner  changed  at  once. 

“You  forget  you  are  in  my  power,”  he  said.  "I  can  force 
you  to  my  wishes.” 

“You  cannot,”  the  girl  answered.  “Sooner  than  be  polluted 
by  your  very  touch,  I  w’ould  take  my  life  with  my  own  hand.” 

"Talk  is  cheap,”  the  ruffian  sneered,  “and  besides,  you  for¬ 
get  your  hands  are  not  at  liberty.” 

A  feeling  of  despair  filled  Nora’s  breast  as  she  realized 
howT  completely  he  stood  gloating  over  her  in  silence. 

“Listen  to  me,”  he  said  at  length.  “You  are  completely  in 
my  power.  I  need  not  make  you  my  wife  but  my  slave,  if  I 
so  choose,  but  I  have  sworn  that  you  shall  become  my  wife, 
and  I  shall  keep  my  vow.  It  is  useless  for  you  to  resist.  My 
men  will  take  you  to  a  place  where  you  will  be  safe  until 
night,  and  then  I  will  arrive  with  a  clergyman,  and  the  cere¬ 
mony  will  be  performed.  If  you  are  stubborn  and  will  not 
consent,  before  the  sun  again  rises  your  fathei'’s  life  shall  be 
the  penalty.  Think  well  of  what  I  have  said,  for  I  never 
threaten  without  fulfilling  my  thx-eats.” 

He  turned  away  as  he  spoke,  and  joining  the  men  on  the 
track,  addressed  one  of  them. 

“Take  half  a  dozen  men  and  conduct  that  girl  to  the  cave, 
lieutenant,”  he  said.  “I  will  wait  here  with  the  rest  of  the 
gang  for  the  train  from  Mainopolis.  Do  not  use  her  roughly; 
but  if  she  escapes,  your  life  will  answrer  for  it.  Remain  in 
the  cave,  and  wait  for  my  return,  which  will  probably  not  be 
before  evening.” 

The  man  addressed,  who  was  a  brutal-looking  ruffian,  gave 
a  grunt  of  assent,  and  summoning  half  a  dozen  men,  drew 
his  knife  and  cut  the  cords  upon  tbe  girl’s  ankles. 

“Remember  what  I  have  told  you,”  Black  Burton  said,  as  in 
obedience  to  the  lieutenant’s  gruff  command  she  rose  to  her 
feet.  “Accompany  these  men,  and  when  I  return  have  your 
rci  made  up  as  to  whether  your  father  shall  live  or  die.” 
lie  turned  away  again  as  he  spoke,  and  Nora,  realizing 
that  he  had  no  choice  but  to  obey,  accompanied  her  ruffianly 
captors  in  silence. 

In  a  short  time  the  cave  was  reached;  the  embers  of  a  fire 
were  still  burning  on  the  floor,  and  fresh  fuel  being  added 
tney  soon  broke  into  a  blaze,  while  the  lieutenant,  piling  up 


some  blankets  so  as  to  form  a  rough  couch,  led  the  girl 
toward  it. 

“Sit  down  here,”  he  said,  “till  I  have  time  to  talk  with 
you,  and  in  the  meantime  I  guess  I’ll  just  slip  a  cord  around 
your  angles  again.” 

He  suited  the  action  to  the  word,  and  then  turning  aw’ay, 
walked  toward  the  fire,  leaving  her  alone. 

The  girl  sat  like  one  stunned.  She  could  not  wholly  realize 
the  horror  of  her  position,  the  fearful  choice  that  was  left 
her — her  own  honor  or  her  father’s  life. 

For  half  an  hour  or  more  she  sat  motionless,  as  if  carved 
out  of  stone,  until  the  entrance  of  twenty  or  thirty  more 
ruffians  aroused  her  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  sbe  sank 
into  her  former  apathetic  state  again. 

Half  an  hour  or  so  longer  passed,  and  then  three  more 
ruffians  entered  the  cave.  They  joined  the  others,  who  were 
seated  around  the  fire,  and  then  after  a  short  period  the  lieu¬ 
tenant  arose  and  advanced  toward  her. 

“Look  here,”  he  said,  in  a  hoarse  whimper,  “I’m  a  rough¬ 
looking  fellow,  and  I’m  just  about  as  bad  as  they  make  them; 
but  your  father  did  me  a  good  turn  once,  and  I  don’t  forget 
it.  I’m  going  to  help  you  to  escape.” 

A  cry  of  glacl  surprise  was  rising  to  the  girl’s  lips,  but  the 
man  checked  it  with  a  warning  gesture. 

“Hush!”  he  exclaimed.  “If  any  of  the  gang  knew  it  my 
life  wouldn’t  be  worth  a  cent.  See,  I’m  going  to  cut  the  cords 
upon  your  wrists  and  ankles.  Don’t  you  attempt  to  get  up, 
though,  till  I  come  back.” 

As  he  spoke  he  glanced  toward  the  ruffians  gathered 
around  the  fire,  and  then  rapidly  he  drew  his  knife  and  set 
the  girl’s  wrists  and  ankles  at  liberty. 

“Remember  wdiat  I  told  you  and  sit  still,”  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  and  then  turning,  he  walked  toward  the  fire. 

For  several  minutes  he  spoke  earnestly  to  the  ruffians 
gathered  around  it.  As  he  concluded  they  all  rose  and  left 
the  cave. 

Waiting  until  the  last  of  them  had  passed  out,  the  lieuten¬ 
ant  arose  and  approached  the  girl.  p 

“Come,  now,”  he  said,  offering  his  hand.  “I  have  sent  the 
gang  off  on  a  fool’s  errand,  but  they  may  be  back  soon,  and 
there  is  no  time  to  lose.” 

The  girl  needed  no  further  urging,  but  taking  the  proffered 
hand  suffered  him  to  lead  her  across  the  cave  until  a  narrew 
passage-way  was  reached. 

The  passage  was  in  utter  darkness,  but  the  man  seemed  to 
know  his  way  well,  and  for  a  hundred  yards  or  more  they 
went  on,  until  further  progress  was  stopped  by  a  seemingly 
solid  wall. 

“Just  stand  quiet  a  moment,”  the  guide  said,  releasing  irfi 
hand,  "and  w'e’ll  soon  get  out  of  this.” 

As  he  spoke  he  stooped  dowrn,  and  rolling  aside  a  stone 
disclosed  an  opening  through  which  penetrated  the  gray  light 
of  the  breaking  dawn. 

Crawling  through  it,  he  told  Nora  to  follow,  and  obeyir:-?, 
in  a  few  moments  she  stood  beside  him  in  the  open  air. 

“That  is  a  secret  no  one  knows  but  myself,”  the  ran 
chuckled,  “and  it’s  served  me  many  a  good  turn  before  nc^y. 
Come  along  now,  and  we’ll  soon  be  in  a  place  of  safety.” 

He  again  took  her  hand  as  he  spoke,  and  led  her  along  foj 
a  distance  of  a  quarter  of  a  mile  or  more,  when  he  stopped 
before  what  seemed  to  be  a  pile  of  boulders  heaped  againH 
the  sides  of  the  ravine. 

Again  he  released  her  hand,  and  rolling  aside  one  of  the 
smallest  of  them,  disclosed  a  hole,  barely  large  enough 
admit  a  man’s  body  passing  through. 

“Do  you  think  you  can  squeeze  yourself  through  that?*  £4 
asked. 

The  girl  hesitated,  and  noticing  it  he  said  hurriedly: 

“You  needn’t  be  afraid.  There’s  nobody  knows  of  that 
but  myself,  and  you  can  lay  there  safe  till  I  get  a  chance  ta 
send  word  to  your  friends.” 

The  girl  was  far  from  reassurred  by  the  words,  but  realis¬ 
ing  that  she  had  no  choice,  she  crawled  through  the  opening, 
and  in  another  moment  the  lieutenant  stood  beside  her. 

Striking  a  match,  he  advanced  further  into  the  cave.  and 
lighted  a  lantern  that  hung  against  the  wall;  then  turning, 
he  broke  into  a  laugh  of  gloating  triumph. 

The  girl  shrank  back,  terrified  at  the  laugh  and  the  expul¬ 
sion  on  his  evil  face. 

“Ha,  ha,”  he  cried,  “that  was  a  good  one  on  the  captain. 
I  guess  I  know  a  pretty  face  as  well  as  he  does,  and  !'*• 
got  the  best  of  him  this  time.  Now,  my  beauty,  just  give 
me  one  kiss  of  them  pretty  lips  of  yours,  and  it  will  poy 
1  me  for  all  the  trouble  I  had  getting  you  here.” 
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He  advanced  toward  her  as  he  spoke,  and  a  feeling  of 
sickening  horror  filled  the  girl’s  breast  as  she  heard  his 
words  and  saw  the  action.  Nerving  herself  by  an  effort,  how¬ 
ever,  she  took  a  step  back  and  drew  herself  erect. 

“What  do  you  mean?”  she  said,  haughtily. 

“I  mean,”  the  ruffian  answered,  taking  a  step  nearer,  “that 
you’ve  got  to  be  my  sweetheart  instead  of  the  captain’s.  I’ve 
fell  head  over  ears  in  love  with  you,  and  I  want  a  kiss, 
and  I’m  going  to  have  it.” 

As  he  spoke  he  stepped  nearer  to  her,  and  despite  her 
struggles  threw  his  arms  about  her  waist. 

A  cry  of  horror  rose  to  her  lips,  but  it  was  checked  almost 
before  it  was  uttered  by  a  wild  shriek  of  mortal  agony. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  CHOICE  OF  DOOMS. 

As  Red  Light  Dick  felt  the  knife  pressing  against  his 
throat  and  heard  the  threat  breathed  into  his  ear,  he  re¬ 
mained  mute  and  motionless. 

For  several  moments  the  man  who  held  the  knife  was 

silent. 

This  fact  suggested  to  the  young  engineer  that  he,  like 
himself,  did  not  wish  the  man  who  was  leading  the  girl 
toward  the  passage  to  become  aware  of  his  presence. 

As  this  suited  his  own  plans  perfectly,  he  waited  until  the 
pair  had  entered  the  passage,  and  then  he  said  in  a  low 
voice: 

“Do  you  belong  to  the  gang?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  why  do  vou  threaten  one  of  your  pals?” 

“You’re  no  pal  of  mine.” 

“I  ain’t?” 

“No.” 

“Perhaps  you  know  better  than  I  do.” 

“I  knoWfiVou  don’t  belong  to  the  gang.” 

“Who  am  I,  then?” 

“You  are  Red  Light  Dick.” 

“You  are  a  poor  hand  at  guessing.” 

“Think  so  if  you  want  to,  but  you  are  Red  Light  Dick,  fast 
enough.  I  followed  you  here,  and  I’m  going  to  keep  you  till 
the  captain  comes.” 

As  the  man  spoke  thus,  the  young  engineer  remembered 
the  conversation  he  had  heard  between  the  three  men,  and  he 
answered : 

“Well,  I  suppose  as  long  as  you  followed  me,  it  is  no  use 
my  denying  it.  I  am  Red  Light  Dick.” 

“Of  coui'se  you  are,”  the  other  said,  “and  you’re  worth  a 
hundred  dollars  to  me.  Come  along  now  out  of  this.” 

As  he  spoke  he  lowered  the  knife  from  the  young  man’s 
throat. 

This  was  the  opportunity  for  which  Dick  had  been  waiting 
— he  had  only  been  talking  to  gain  time. 

With  a  sudden  leap  aside  he  disengaged  himself  from  the 
outlaw’s  grasp,  and  then,  raising  both  hands,  he  brought  the 
stones  down  with  crashing  force  upon  his  head. 

The  action  had  been  wholly  unexpected  on  the  outlaw’s 
part,  and,  with  a  single  choking  gasp,  he  sank  senseless  on 
the  floor. 

Bending  over  him,  Red  Light  Dick  took  the  knife  from  his 
hand,  and  then,  feeling  in  his  belt;  relieved  him  of  his  revol¬ 
vers;  another  moment  and  he  had  entered  the  passage. 

Rapidly,  yet  noiselessly,  and  with  the  utmost  caution,  he 
advanced  along  it  until  the  sound  of  a  voice  caused  him  to 
pause. 

It  was  the  lieutenant  speaking  to  Nora  as  he  removed  the 
stone,  and  waiting  until  they  had  both  passed  through,  Dick 
followed. 

As  he  heard  the  words  of  the  lieutenant,  and  thinking  he 
was  really  assisting  Nora  to  escape,  the  young  man  was  on 
the  point  or  revealing  his  presence,  but  on  second  thought  he 
decided  to  wait  a  while  until  he  should  be  assured  that  it  was 
really  so. 

In  the  gray  light  of  the  dawn  that  was  beginning  to  break 
he  had  no  difficulty  in  keeping  them  in  sight,  and  when  at 
last  the  lieutenant  paused  and  rolled  away  the  stone  from  the 
entrance  to  the  second  cave,  he  was  not  a  dozen  yards  be¬ 
hind  them. 

No  sooner  had  the  lieutenant  entered  than  he  drew  nearer 
and  peered  through  the  opening. 

He  saw  the  ruffian  light  the  lantern;  then,  when  ho  threw 


off  his  disguise  and  avowed  his  treachery  to  the  girl,  Red  ! 

Ll Dinwing  one^of  "thi* ‘revolvers,  he  crawled  through  the 
opening  and  sprang  toward  the  treacherous  ruffian. 

No  sooner  had  he  thrown  his  arm  around  the  helpless  girl 
than  Dick  was  beside  him,  the  muzzle  of  the  revolver  almost 

t0  The  ^ext *  m  o  men  t  the  re  was  a  report  followed  by  a  cry  of 
mortal  agony,  and  the  ruffian  fell  to  the  ground,  a  bullet 

th As  Rshehsawr she  was  saved,  a  bystencail  laugh  left  Nora’s 
lips,  and  she  would  have  fallen  but  for  Dicks  supposing 

“Do  not  give  way  to  your  feelings.  Miss  W hitman,  Dick 
said.  “We  are  still  in  danger,  and  unless  you  keep  up  your 
couiage  we  may  both  be  again  taken  prisoners. 

The  words  had  the  effect  of  somewnat  calming  the  g*rif 
and  she  answered  eagerly: 

“You  are  right.  I  must  be  brave,  but  let  us  hasten  and 

leave  this  place.”  _.  ,  .  ,  .  ,  ,, 

Still  supporting  her  with  his  arm,  Dick  led  her  to  the  en¬ 
trance  to  the  cavern,  and  then,  both  crawling  througn,  tiicy 
stood  once  more  in  the  open  air. 

“Which  way  shall  we  go  now?”  Nora  asked. 

“The  only  thing  we  can  do  is  to  make  for  the  track,  Dick 
answered.  ‘  “It  will  soon  be  daylight  now,  and  the  train- 
wreckers  will  probably  retire  to  the  cave  and  hide  themselves. 
Once  we  reach  the  track  we  can  soon  make  our  way  to  the 
nearest  station.” 

The  plan  was  full  of  danger,  but  it  was  the  only  practic¬ 
able  one,  and  they  hurried  on  as  fast  as  possible  toward  the 
track. 

As  it  came  in  sight  both  were  surprised  to  see  an  engine 
standing  upon  it. 
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upon  the  ears  of  both. 

Crouching  in  the  shadows  of  the  bushes,  they  listened,  and 
soon  discovered  the  speakers  belonged  to  the  gang  of  train- 
robbers. 

“We’d  best  go  up  to  the  cave  and  see  after  the  lieuten¬ 
ant,”  one  of  them  was  saying.  “It  was  a  queer  lay  of  his 
sending  us  off  alone,  anyhow.  Since  the  captain  ain’t  here, 
it’s  his  place  to  lead  the  attack.” 

“Are  all  the  boys  on  hand?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  ain’t  much  in  favor  of  go'ng  for  this  train,”  another 
said.  “It’s  taking  too  big  risks  in  daylight.  Ten  to  one  they 
see  the  obstruction,  and  back  away.” 

“That’s  so,”  another  assented,  “and  I  ain’t  going  to  have 
no  hand  in  it  unless  the  lieutenant  comes  along.” 

“Then  let’s  go  to  the  cave  and  fetch  him.” 

To  this  all  agreed  except  one  man,  who  asked: 

“What  about  the  engine?” 

“She’s  all  right.  Let  her  stay  where  she  iss,”  was  the 

answer. 


Another  moment  or  two.  and  by  the  sound  of  their  voices 
it  was  evident  they  were  all  proceeding  in  a  body  to  the  cave. 

Waiting  until  their  voices  became  inaudible,  Dick  assisted 
his  companion  to  rise. 

“Fortune  favors  us,”  he  said.  “In  less  than  half  an  hour 
we  will  both  be  in  safety.” 

Still  retaining  his  grasp  of  the  girl’s  hand,  he  walked 
toward  the  track. 


In  a  moment  or  two  more  the  engine  was  reached,  and  as¬ 
sisting  the  girl  on  board,  he  also  sprang  upon  the  platform. 

An  expression  of  satisfaction  left  his  lips  as  he  saw  the 
steam  was  up,  and  opening  the  throttle,  the  locomotive  at 
once  began  to  move  ahead. 

.  By  this  time  the  morning  had  fairly  broken,  and  a  look  of 
anxiety  succeeded  the  first  satisfied  expression  on  the  young 
man’s  face. 


“The  train  from  Mainopolis  should  be  due  by  this  time  ”  he 
said.  “I  will  have  to  ran  the  engine  for  all  it  is  worth  t., 
avo  d  meeting  it.” 

“Why  not  go  toward  Noahville?”  Nora  asked. 

“Because  the  train  belonging  to  this  engine  is  on  the  track 
somewhere  in  that  direction.  \ou  see  the  engine  is  headed 
toward  Mainopolis.  We  must  put  on  all  steam  and  trust  in 
Providence.” 


lie  su.ted  the  action  to  the  word,  and  the  locomotive  wont 
flying  o\ei  the  track  at  the  fastest  speed  consistent  with 
safety. 

j^°\e  than  half  the  distance  to  the  station  was  covered, 
and  they  had  reached  a  desolate  stretch  of  country,  when 
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seddenh  thcv  came  in  sight  of  more  than  fifty  men  standing 
on  c  :.  or  side  of  the  track  ahead  of  them. 

AU  were  armed,  and  the  young1  engineer  knew  them  at 
once  to  he  a  party  of  the  train-robbers. 

"Throw  yourself  on  the  floor,”  he  cried  to  Nora,  and  as 
she  obeyed  the  command  he  put  on  every  pound  of  steam  the 
locomotive  would  carry. 

It  seemed  fairly  to  leap  from  the  track  as  he  did  so,  and 
in  an  instant  it  was  in  the  middle  of  the  train- robbers. 

;  his  advice  to  the  girl,  Dick  also  threw  himself 
on  the  floor,  and  hardly  had  he  done  so  than  a  shower  of 
bullets  came  flying  over  their  heads. 

No  sooner  had  the  volley  been  d  scharged  than  the  young 
engineer  again  sprang  to  his  feet;  he  knew  that  it  was  al¬ 
most  ten;  t’.ng  death  to  ruh  the  locomotive  at  such  a  fearful 
rate  of  speed,  and  he  was  about  to  reduce  it  when  an  ex¬ 
clamation  of  horror  left  his  lips. 

He  saw  now  the  reason  of  the  outlaws’  stand  beside  the 
track. 

Directly  ahead  was  a  huge  stick  of  timber  lashed  to  the 
rails,  and  he  and  the  g  rl  were  rushing  madly  on  to  their 

deaths. 

i  or  a  moment  or  two  Red  Light  Dick  was  taken  aback  by 
the  unexpected  horror  of  their  position,  and  with  his  hand 
on  the  throttle  he  stood  hesitating  how  to  act. 

'hr.  either  hand  death  stared  them  in  the  face. 

To  advance  was  to  rush  to  a  horrible  doom.  To  either 
slacken  speed  or  retreat  was  to  fall  riddled  by  the  bullets 
of  the  outlaws. 

It  v  as  a  cho  ce  of  dooms,  either  fearful  to  contemplate. 

Which  should  it  be  ? 


CHAPTER  X.  ’ 

A  NARROW  ESCAPE. 

Fc;1  "  moment,  but  only  for  a  moment,  Red  Light  Dick 
hesitated  how  to  act. 

To  continue  on  was  certain  death;  to  slacken  speed,  and 
returning,  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  outlaw’s  fire,  was  little 
less  so. 

Still  there  was  a  chance  that,  by  taking  the  latter  course, 
they  might  escape,  and  the  young  engineer  instantly  shut  off 
the  steam. 

It  was  not  a  moment  too  soon;  the  impetus  of  the  loco- 
mot  ve  still  carried  it  rapidly  ahead,  and  when  it  reached  the 
obstruction  it  was  with  a  shock  that  nearly  threw  him  off  his 
feet.  I 

The  outlaws  by  this  time  leaped  upon  the  track,  and  were 
harrying  toward  them,  discharging  their  weapons  as  they 
did  so. 

Dick  had  given  the  girl  one  of  the  revolvers  taken  from 
the  dead  heutenant.  and  glancing  at  her  he  saw  that  her 
face,  though  pallid  to  the  very  lips,  was  set  and  determined. 

“Our  only  chance  is  to  make  a  dash  through  them,”  he 
said  hurriedly.  “Do  not  rise,  but  if  you  see  a  chance  to  drop 
ary  of  the  ruffians,  do  not  hesitate  a  moment.” 

The  girl  made  no  reply,  but  Dick  knew  from  the  expres- 
:  ‘on  of  her  face  that  she  would  follow  his  direct  ons. 

As  he  spoke  he  reversed  the  motive  power  of  the  engine. 
:  nd  opening  the  throttle  to  its  widest  extent,  they  dashed 
toward  the  approaching  outlaws. 

Discerning  the  young  engineer’s  intention,  fierce  shouts  left 
i*  eir  1  ps,  and  another  shower  of  bullets  came  whistling  past 
i  e  occupants  of  the  car. 

Dick  had  also  thrown  himself  upon  the  floor,  however,  and 
*''.c  volley  passing  harmlessly,  the  next  instant  they  were  in 
t  ie  midst  of  the  ruffianly  gang. 

.'.gain  the  weapons  of  all  rang  out  simultaneously,  and  a 
r  ■  v  of  pain  from  Dick  told  that  this  time  their  aim  had  been 
truer  than  befoi’e. 

1  he  next  moment,  however,  the  locomotive  had  dashed 
•a  t  them,  like  the  wind,  and  cries  of  rage  left  their  lips  as 
t  e  v  saw  their  expected  victims  slipping  out  of  their  grasp. 

They  still  continued  to  blaze  away  with  their  rifles  and  re¬ 
volver?,  but  none  of  the  bullets  d  d  any  further  damage,  and 
n  a  few  moments  more  the  locomotive  rounded  a  curve  that 
Y  id  them  from  view. 

We  have  been  fortunate  so  far,”  Dick  said,  as  he  stag- 
jT-red  to  his  feet.  “Now’,  if  we  meet  with  no  further  inter¬ 
ior..  and  ran  at  all  speed,  if  the  train  from  Mainopolis 
beh  nd  time,  perhaps  we  may  be  able  to  reach  the  n^xt 

vn  in  t;rne  to  telegraph  and  save  the  Noahville  train.” 


“Rut  you  are  wounded,”  the  girl  said,  anxiously. 

Tiie  blood  was  indeed  trickling  from  a  wound  on  his  fore¬ 
head.  One  of  the  bullets  had  grazed  his  forehead,  and  a 
hair’s-breadth  more  would  have  been  fatal. 

“Oh,  that  is  nothing,”  Dick  said,  lightly,  "though  for  the 
moment  it  was  painful.  A  mere  scratch — nothing  more.” 

The  girl,  however,  insisted  on  binding  it  up  with  her  own 
handkerchief,  and  the  anxiety  she  manifested  for  him  caused 
a  feeling  of  pleasure  to  thrill  through  the  young  man’s 
breast. 

By  the  time  she  had  tied  the  handkerchief  around  his  fore¬ 
head  the  spot  from  where  they  had  started  was  reached,  and 
once  more  Dick  advised  her  to  lie  down. 

It  was  more  than  probable,  he  thought,  that  the  ruffians 
they  had  seen  going  toward  the  cave  might  have  returned, 
and  he  also  crouched  down  to  avoid,  as  much  as  possible,  any 
flying  bullets. 

None  came,  however,  and  slackening  speed  a  little,  they 
•went  on  for  two  or  three  miles  further,  when  they  saw  a 
train  of  cars  on  the  track  ahead  of  them. 

A  number  of  men,  some  of  whom  were  mounted,  were 
gathered  around,  and  an  expression  of  despair  left  the  girl’s 
3:ps  as  she  saw  them. 

'Alas!  our  escape  is  again  cut  off,”  she  said. 

“I  do  not  think  so,”  Dick  answered.  "Unless  I  am  much 
mistaken,  those  men  yonder  are  friends.” 

“Why  do  you  think  so?”  Nora  asked. 

‘  Because  if  they  belonged  to  the  gang  of  train-robbers, 
they  would  have  been  with  the  rest  lying  in  wait  for  the 
train  from  Mainopolis.  I  think  they  are  the  passengers  of 
the  Noahville  train,  who  have  fallen  in  with  one  of  the 
patrols.” 

"I  trust  it  may  be  so.”  Nora  said,  clasping  her  hands. 
“What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

“I  have  no  choice  but  to  ran  the  risk  of  my  supposition 
being  correct,  and  stop.” 

“But  if  they  should  prove  to  be  another  party  of  train- 
wreckers  ?” 

“We  would  certainly  be  in  a  bad  position.  There  is  noth¬ 
ing  to  do  but  stop.” 

As  he  spoke  he  shut  off  the  steam,  and  the  locomotive  in¬ 
stantly  began  to  slacken  speed. 

In  a  few  moments  it  came  to  a  standstill,  and  the  men  who 
had  been  gathered  around  the  cars  approaching,  Dick  saw 
his  supposition  had  been  correct. 

They  were  the  passengers  on  the  train  from  Noahville,  who 
had  been  joined  by  the  same  patrol  he  had  met  on  the  pre¬ 
vious  night,  and  headed  by  Mat  Mathcson. 

In  a  few  moments  their  presence  was  explained. 

After  Dick  had  been  lashed  to  the  engine,  and  started  on 
the  track  to  what  had  seemed  to  be  an  invetable  doom,  half 
a  dozen  or  more  of  the  train-wreckers  had  arrived  with  an¬ 
other  engine,  which  they  had  stolen  from  the  station  beyond; 
this  was  at  once  attached  to  the  cars  and  ran  several  miles 
away  until  a  disused  siding  was  reached,  when  the  cars  were 
uncoupled  and  the  engine  ran  past,  leaving  the  train  stand¬ 
ing  on  the  track.  The  engine  was  the  same  which  Dick  and 
Nora  had  boarded,  and  its  presence  on  the  track  was  thus 
accounted  for. 

Meanwhile  the  passengers,  haaving  been  relieved  of  every¬ 
thing  of  any  value  they  possessed,  had  tried  to  make  their 
way  to  the  next  station;  in  doing  so  they  fell  in  with  the 
patrol,  who,  accompanied  by  the  majority  of  the  passengers, 
had  proceeded  to  where  the  cars  had  been  left. 

By  the  time  they  reached  the  spot,  however,  the  train- 
wreckers  had  taken  their  departure,  and  I'd  at  Matheson  was 
much  exasperated  that  he  and  his  companions  had  not  had  an 
opportunity  of  meeting  them. 

“I’d  give  a  hundred  dollars  out  of  my  own  pocket  if  I  knew 
where  they  were,”  he  said.  “I’d  just  like  to  get  them  to  meet 
us  face  to  face.” 

His  companions  were  equally  eager  to  have  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  meet  the  outlaws,  and  Red  Light  Dick  said: 

“I  know  where  their  retreat  is  situated,  and  will  lead  you 
to  it,  but  first  we  must  go  on  to  the  next  station  and  tele¬ 
graph  to  stop  the  train  from  Mainopolis.  If  they  were  not 
warned  in  time  all  on  board  will  be  doomed.” 

"Would  it  not  be  better  to  return  at  once  and  remove  the 
obstruction?”  Mat  Matheson  suggested. 

“No.  The  distance  is  greater  than  to  the  station,  and  if  the 
outlaws  are  still  on  the  watch  we  would  have  to  fight  be¬ 
fore  we  could  accomplish  it,  and  perhaps  after  all  be  too 
late.” 

The  truth  of  this  was  apparent,  and  the  eng  nc  being  at- 
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tached,  all  steam  was  put  on  and  the  train  run  on  to  the 

next  station.  .  , 

A  message  was  instantly  sent  to  the  station  beyond  the 
obstruction  and  an  answer  received  that  the  train  from  Main- 
opolis  was  behind  time  and  had  not  yet  arrived. 

Another  message  was  accordingly  sent,  telling  it  to  rema  n 
there  until  the  obstruction  could  be  removed,  and  then  a 
car  containing  all  the  members  of  the  patrol,  as  well  as  a 
dozen  or  more  volunteers,  were  attached  to  the  engine  and 
started  in  search  of  the  outlaws. 

Running  at  full  speed,  they  soon  reached  the  spot  where 
the  obstruction  was  on  the  track,  when  the  engine  was 
brought  to  a  standstill,  and  the  occupants  of  the  car  leaped 
to  the  ground.  , 

There  was  no  sign  of  any  of  the  train-wreckers  about,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  the  sticks  of  timber  were  removed  from 
tliG  triick 

“They  have  seen  their  game  was  up  after  you  got  clear 
through  them,”  said  Mat  Matheson.  “and  have  gone  to  then- 
cave  to  lie  low  till  night  again.  If  we  once  get  them  there 
we  will  have  them  safe.” 

"Then  let  us  lose  no  time  in  getting  there,”  Red  Light 
Dick  answered.  “For  all  we  know  there  may  be  spies  around 
who  hear  every  word  we  are  saying.  All  aboard  now,  and  in 
a  few  minutes  we  will  be  among  them.” 

The  men  needed  no  second  bidding,  and  crowding  into  the 
car,  steam  was  again  turned  on,  and  they  dashed  at  full 
speed  in  the  direction  of  the  path  that  led  to  the  train- 
wrecker’s  retreat. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

AN  EVIL  BARGAIN. 

On  leaving  old  Dan  Davis’  cottage,  the  lawyer,  Peck- 
ham,  had  walked  rapidly  to  the  hotel  where  he  was  stay¬ 
ing. 

That  he  was  well  satisfied  with  the  result  of  his  visit  was 
evident  by  the  expression  of  his  face  and  the  way  he  occa¬ 
sionally  chuckled  to  himself. 

“I  am  in  luck  to-day,  that  it  certain,”  he  muttered,  almost 
inaudibly,  as  he  walked  along.  “I  have  the  whole  case  down 
fine.  The  only  question  now  is  whether  it  will  pay  me  bettter 
to  stick  to  my  present  employer  or  work  on  my  own  hook.” 

Whether  he  decided  the  question  or  not,  he  did  not  make 
any  further  remarks  until  the  hotel  was  reached,  when  he 
sent  a  servant  to  inquire  if  Mi-s.  Fullerton  was  disengaged. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  servant  returned  with  an  affirmative 
reply,  and  showed  him  up  into  the  private  sitting-room  that 
the  lady  had  engaged. 

As  he  entered  it  could  be  seen  she  was  a  tall,  rather  mascu¬ 
line-looking  woman,  of  probably  thirty-five;  her  features 
were  regular,  her  complexion  good,  her  teeth  white  and 
r.ven;  but  there  was  an  expression  in  her  large  black  eyes 
that  was  calculated  to  awake  a  feeling  of  distrust.  She  was 
richly  dressed  in  black  velvet,  with  diamonds  in  her  ears  and 
on  her  throat,  and  with  an  almost  supercilious  air  she  mo¬ 
tioned  the  lawyer  to  a  chair. 

“Well,”  she  asked,  "have  you  found  out  anything?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  it?  Does  the  child  still  live?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  can  he  prove  his  identity?” 

“I  think  so.” 

“You  think  so?”  • 

“Yes.” 

"Are  you  not  sure?” 

“No.” 

“The  certificate  then  is  lost?” 

“I  do  not  know.” 

"Could  you  not  learn?” 

“Not  positively.  I  learned  there  had  been  papers  found  on 
the  body  of  the  woman  whom  it  was  supposed  was  his 
mother,  but  whether  they  were  the  ones  that  would  establish 
his  claim  or  not  I  do  not  know.” 

“Did  you  ask?” 

“Yes;  but  the  man  was  suspicious,  and  would  neither  show 
nor  describe  them  to  me.” 

"He  has  them,  then?” 

“Yes.” 

The  woman  was  silent  for  a  few  moments. 

“We  must  find  out,”  she  said,  at  length. 

“How  is  it  to  be  done?” 


“If  we  knew  where  these  papers  are - ”  the  woman  be- 

^“Well?”  the  lawyer  said,  as  she  paused. 

“We  m'ght  be  able  to  get  possession  of  them.” 

“You  mean  they  might  be  stolen?” 

"Precisely.” 

For  a  few  moments  the  lawyer  made  no  reply. 

“I  think  perhaps  I  might  learn  where  they  are  and  get 
possession  of  them  if  the  reward  was  worth  the  risk.” 

“The  reward?” 

“Yes.” 

"Name  anything  in  reason  and  you  shall  have  it.” 

“Then  give  me  the  same  interest  in  the  case  that  you 
have.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“I  mean  that  when  the  fortune  is  yours  you  will  share  it 
with  me.” 

“You  must  be  mad.” 

“I  am  not.  Without  me  you  can  never  gain  it.  Give  me 
your  promise  that  when  it  is  safely  yours  you  will  become 
my  wife,  and  the  wedding  will  take  place  within  a  month.” 

For  a  moment  or  two  the  woman  was  silent. 

“You  are  deceiving  me,”  she  said  at  length.  “You  have 
learned  more  than  you  have  told  me.” 

"Why  do  you  think  so?” 

“Do  you  take  me  for  a  child  or  a  fool  that  I  cannot  see?” 

“For  neither.  I  take  you  for  a  woman,  a  smart  woman, 
and  with  my  assistance,  a  wealthy  woman,  whom  I  have 
asked  to  be  my  wife.  What  is  your  answer?” 

“I  have  none  to  give  at  present.  I  must  have  time  to  con¬ 
sider.  You  have  no  more  information  to  give  me?” 

“Not  till  I  have  your  answer.” 

“I  will  give  it  to  you  to-morrow.” 

“Very  well,”  Peckham  said,  rising.  “Until  then  I  will  trou¬ 
ble  you  no  further.  Allow  me  to  bid  you  good-night.” 

He  bowed,  and  passing  out  of  the  apartment,  went  down¬ 
stairs  to  the  reading-room. 

“I  have  got  the  affair  down  to  its  proper  bearings  now,”  he 
mused,  as  he  did  so.  “If  she  accepts  my  proposal  I  will  stick 
to  her;  if  not  I  transfer  my  services  to  the  boy.” 

Seating  himself  in  the  reading-room,  he  lighted  a  cigar  and 
sat  perusing  the  daily  papers  for  some  time;  then  taking 
some  documents  from  his  pocket,  he  studied  them  over  care¬ 
fully. 

The  clock  was  strik'ng  twelve  as  he  took  the  key  of  his 
room,  and,  bidding  the  clerk  good-night,  went  upstairs. 

He  had  not  risen  the  following  morning  when  two  officers 
entered  the  hotel  in  search  of  him. 

Each  of  them  had  a  warrant;  one  was  to  search  his  person 
and  apartments  for  stolen  articles,  and  the  other  for  his  ap¬ 
prehension  on  a  charge  of  burglary  and  assault. 

The  warrants  were  issued  on  the  requisition  of  Priscilla 
Davis,  the  old  engineer’s  sistei*. 

The  assault  upon  her  by  the  midnight  robber  had  not  been 
fatal,  and  first  thing  next  morning  she  had  proceeded  to  the 
chief  of  police  and  told  her  story. 

As  the  missing  papers  were  not  found  in  his  possession, 
and  he  was  able  to  prove  an  alib',  there  was  nothing  to 
justify  the  official  keeping  him  in  custody,  especially  as 
Priscilla  admitted  that  the  thief  had  been  another  DorsAn. 
and,  notwithstanding  her  vehement  assertions  that  he  was  the 
accomplice  of  the  real  robber,  he  was  d'seharged,  with  an 
apology  for  the  annoyance  it  had  occasioned  him. 

Among  those  whom  curiosity  had  atti-acted  to  the  court 
was  Mrs.  Fullerton,  and  no  sooner  had  Priscilla  Davis  caught 
sight  of  her  than  an  exclamation  left  her  lips. 

“That  woman  there,”  she  cried,  excitedly,  pointing  her 
finger  at  her,  “is  like  enough  to  the  thief  to  be  his  own 
sister.” 

Peckham  had  by  this  time,  however,  been  discharged,  and, 
hurriedly  drawing  her  veil  over  her  face,  Mrs.  Fullerton  re¬ 
turned  to  the  hotelv 

Hardly  had  she  removed  her  street  costume  and  entered 
her  sitting-room,  than  Peckham  presented  herself. 

"You  heard  what  that  woman  said?”  she  asked,  when  the 
door  was  closed. 

Her  manner  was  nervous  and  excited;  that  of  the  lawver 
was  quite  the  reverse,  as  he  answered:. 

I  did.” 

“You  know  what  it  means?” 

I  think  so.  As  I  read  it,  the  meaning  is  that  a  certain 
•ilive°” '  W10m  We  have  been  countin£  on  as  dead,  is  still 

«ies\  ai}d  it  is  he  who  has  stolen  the  papers?” 

Precisely.” 
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"What  shall  wo  do  now?” 

"First  io  l  me  vuut  you  intend  doing?” 

"\*nat  do  you  mean;” 

“I  ask.d  you  a  question  last  night.  I  await  your  answer.” 

“\ou  \.am  me  to  say  whether  l  will  become  your  wife  or 
not?” 

"Yes." 

“out  the  condit;ons  are  changed  since  then.” 

"No  matter.  1  still  stick  to  my  proposal.” 

“And  the — the - ” 

"ihe  man  wno  has  the  papers  you  would  sav?” 

“Yes.” 

“He  must  be  removed  forever.” 

"But  the  papers?” 

“They  must  be  recovered.” 

“And  the  boy?” 

“\\  ill  soon  work  out  his  own  destruction.  He  is  now  in 
the  midst  of  deadly  danger.” 

“But  suppose  he  escapes?” 

“Ttyen  he  also  must  be  put  out  of  the  way.” 

“And  you  will  assist  me?” 

“Even  to  do  ng  the  deed  myself.  Now  what  is  your  an¬ 
swer  ?  ” 

“If  you  succeed  I  will  marry  you.” 

“Swear  it.” 

"I  swear.” 

“Swear  by  the  memory  of  the  night  of  your  husband’s 
death.” 

'ihe  woman’s  face  paled;  she  trembled  violently. 

“I  cannot.  It  is  too  horrible,”  she  said. 

“Swear  it,”  Peckham  said,  rising,  “or  our  partnership  ends 
and  your  secrets  will  become  those  of  your  enemies.” 

He  knew  he  had  the  advantage,  and  the  woman  also  know¬ 
ing  it,  weakened. 

"Yes.”  she  said,  “by  the  memory  of  that  night  I  swear  that 
when  the  end  is  gained  I  will  become  your  wife.” 

“Then  we  are  one  through  life,”  Peckham  said-,  and  taking 
her  hand,  he  pressed  his  lips  upon  her  forehead  to  seal  the 
evil  bargain  they  had  made  between  them. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

DOOMED. 

After  the  obstruction  upon  the  track  had  been  removed 
the  party  again  boarded  the  car  to  begin  the  search  for  the 
train-wreckers. 

In  a  short  time  the  spot  where  the  train  had  been  stepped 
the  previous  night  was  reached. 

Leaving  the  locomotive  standing  on  the  track,  the  men  all 
looked  at  their  weapons  and  followed  Red  Light  Dick  towards 
the  cave. 

They  saw  no  sign  of  any  of  the  ruffians,  and  in  silence 
they  we.it  on  until  the  entrance  of  the  cavern  was  reached, 
when  Dick  halted. 

“xlere  is  the  place,”  he  sa  d.  “The  opening  is  only  large 
enough  for  one  person  to  crowd  through  at  a  time.  With 
half  a  dozen  men  stationed  outside,  while  the  rest  attack 
them  in  the  interior,  we  cannot  fail  to  catch  them  all.” 

"But  how  are  the  rest  to  get  inside?”  Mat  Matheson  asked. 

“I  will  lead  them  to  another  entrance  through  which  the 
ruffians  ins  de  are  unaware,  and  we  will  take  them  completely 
by  surprise.” 

Half  a  dozen  men  were  accordingly  stationed  at  the  en¬ 
trance  of  the  cavern,  while  Dick  led  the  rest  to  the  opening 
through  which  the  lieutenant  had  conducted  Nora  Whitman. 

No;selessly  they  passed  through  and  along  the  passage  un- 
t'l  they  could  see  the  light  of  the  fire  in  the  cave  ahead  of 
them. 

A  s  they  went  on,  however,  they  found  they  wei'e  destined 
to  d  sappointment  in  their  intention  of  capturing  the  whole 
gang. 

There  were  hut  half  a  dozen  in  all  seated  around  the  fire; 
utterly  unsuspicious  of  the  attacking  party’s  approach,  they 
were  made  nris^ers  almost  before  they  knew  it,  and  without 
a  drop  of  blood  being  spilled. 

Upon  being  questioned  as  to  where  the  rest  of  the  gang 
were  they  either  maintained  a  sullen  silence  or  expressed 
their  utter  gnoranee. 

Mat  Mathe  ofi  drew  Red  Light  Dick  aside  and  consulted 
with  him  as  to  what  they  should  do  next. 

“For  my  part,”  Dick  said,  “I  can  assist  you  no  longer.  I 


am  the  only  man  in  the  party  who  can  run  the  train  back  to 
NoahviUe,  and  I  must  do  so  at  once.” 

“That  is  so.”  Matheson  admitted,  “for  now  I  remember, 
the  engineer  who  ran  her  out  has  not  turned  up.  Ten  chances 
to  one  he  was  in  with  these  ruffians.” 

“Very  probable,”  Dick  said.  “But  what  do  you  propose 
doing?” 

“I’m  going  to  stay  here  with  as  many  of  the  men  who  will 
back  me  and  lay  for  these  scoundrels  till  they  return.” 

“But  suppose  they  have  spotted  us  and  won’t  come  back?” 

“Then  they’ll  get  ahead  of  us  once  more,  that’s  all,”  was 
the  reply.  “But  I  do  not  think  they  suspect  we  are  here. 
Anyhow,  there  seems  to  be  lots  of  grub  around,  and  we  may 
as  well  stay  here  as  anywhere  else  until  night,  and  then  if 
they  don’t  come  we’ll  go  out  and  scour  the  country  around  for 
them.” 

To  this  suggestion  all  of  the  party  agreed,  and  while  the 
prisoners  were  bound  hand  and  foot  and  carried  out  of  sight 
of  the  entrance  of  the  cavern,  Dick,  accompanied  by  a  couple 
of  men  who  had  volunteered  to  act  as  firemen,  returned  to 
where  they  had  left  the  locomotive. 

It  still  was  standing  on  the  track,  and  getting  on  board  of 
it  they  were  soon  going  at  full  speed  in  the  direction  of  the 
station  where  the  train  of  cars  had  been  left. 

The  engine  was  soon  attached  to  it,  and  in  less  than  half 
an  hour  was  on  the  road  back  to  Noahville. 

By  the  time  they  reached  the  city  the  full  particulars  of 
the  outrages  along  the  line  had  been  received,  and  all  the 
train  hands  declared  their  intention  of  no  longer  risking  their 
lives  on  the  road. 

The  superintendent  was  in  despair.  Since  no  train  had  run 
through  the  previous  night,  it  was  imperative  that  one  should 
to-night,  and  he  endeavored  to  induce  the  hands  to  go  by 
ofFers  of  a  premium  amounting  in  all  to  several  hundred  dol¬ 
lars,  but  in  vain. 

Red  Light  Dick  was  willing  to  take  the  risk,  but  he  could 
find  no  one  to  accompany  him. 

Suddenly  an  idea  struck  him. 

Turning  to  the  assembled  men,  he  addressed  them. 

“See  here,”  he  said,  “if  you  were  sure  the  track  was  safe 
would  you  make  the  attempt?” 

“Yes,”  they  all  answered. 

“Then  I’ll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do.  I’ll  go  ahead  and  see  that 
it  is  safe.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  they  all  asked. 

“What  I  say.  I  will  go  ahead  with  an  engine  and  tender. 

I  will  keep  just  far  enough  ahead  of  you  that  you  can  stop 
if  anything  happens  to  my  engine.  Then  there  can  be  no 
danger.  What  do  you  say?  Will  you  go  on  these  condi¬ 
tions?” 

“Yes,”  several  of  them  answered,  and  one  added: 

“But  it  staking  too  big  a  risk  on  your  own  life.” 

“That  is  my  lookout,”  Dick  said.  “I  am  willing  to  run  the 
risk  alone.” 

“But  you  will  want  a  fireman,”  one  of  them  said. 

“No,”  Dick  answered.  “I’ll  manage  it  by  myself.  I  would 
not  care  to  take  the  chances  of  endangering  the  life  of  an¬ 
other  person.” 

As  the  brave  youth  made  this  declaration,  several  offered 
to  accompany  him;  that  they  were  not  very  much  disap¬ 
pointed  at  his  firm  refusal,  however,  was  plain  to  be  seen. 

The  superintendent  took  Dick’s  hand  and  shook  it  warmlv. 

“I  can  never  thank  you  enough,”  he  sa:d.  “May  my  earn¬ 
est  hopes  for  success  go  with  you.” 

“I  will  do  mv  best,”  Dick  answered.  “But  one  question.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Is  the  train  from  Mainopolis  coming  through  to-night?” 

“Yes.” 

“They  have  been  able  to  procure  hands  then?” 

“So  the  president  telegraphs  me.  A  gang  of  new  hands 
from  the  East  arrived  to-day.” 

“We  pass  it  at  Brackett’s  Junction?” 

“Yes.” 

“Very  well,”  Dick  sa'd,  and  afteV  some  more  friendly  words 
from  the  supei-intendent  and  wishes  for  his  success,  Dick 
proceeded  to  get  the  engine  in  order. 

It  was  already  within  twenty  minutes  or  so  of  the  horn 
for  the  train  to  start,  and  sharp  on  time  the  engine  left  the 
depot,  followed  a  few  minutes  afterward  by  the  train. 

Dick  by  no  means  underest'mated  the  danger  of  his  under¬ 
taking;  he  knew  that  he  was  taking  his  life  in  bis  hand,  but 
he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  lead  the  way  for  the  train, 
though  if  it  was  in  human  power  to  do  it. 

Brackett’s  Junction,  where  he  was  to  pass  the  train  from 
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Ma'nopolis,  was  a  little  more  than  half-way  through,  and  he 
had  reached  within  a  few  miles  of  it  when,  seeing  he  was 
behind  time,  and  having  a  stretch  of  straight  and  level  road 
ahead  of  him,  he  increased  his  speed  a  little. 

Hardly  had  he  done  so  than  the  mingled  reports  of  more 
than  a  dozen  rifles  rang  out  from  either  side  of  the  track, 
and  a  shower  of  bullets  wThistled  about  his  ears. 

At  the  same  moment  he  felt  a  sharp  pain  shoot  through 
his  forehead,  and,  staggering,  he  fell  unconscious  to  the 
floor. 

Still  the  engine  went  rushing  on  at  full  speed. 

On  it  went  until  the  junction  was  reached,  then  passed  it 
lilcG  a.  flcisli 

The  train  from  Mainopolis  had  not  yet  arrived,  but  as  the 
engine  went  flying  past  the  junction  its  whistle  could  be 
heard  ahead. 

It  was  on  the  same  track  as  the  wildcat  locomotive  with  its 
insensible  engineer. 

On  dashed  both  trains  until  their  headlights  almost  flashed 
upon  each  other. 

Still  Red  Light  Dick  lay  motionless,  and  still  the  locomo¬ 
tive  rushed  on,  carrying  him  to  his  doom. 

But  it  was  not  long  before  the  engine  Dick  was  on  ran  out 
of  steam  and  stopped  of  its  own  accord.  Then  Dick  came  to 
and  found  that  the  bullet  had  merely  grazed  his  skull.  He 
then  fired  up  the  locomotive  and  proceeded  on  his  way. 

Shortly  after,  as  Dick  was  piloting  his  engine  on  its  regular 
run,  the  train  wreckers,  under  Black  Burton,  again  attacked 
his  engine  and  succeeded  in  capturing  Dick.  He  was  con¬ 
veyed  to  the  outlaws’  holdout.  Black  Burton  confronted  him 
and  ordered  him  to  acknowledge  him  as  his  (Dick’s)  uncle 
and  deny  that  he  was  known  as  Black  Burton.  Dick  refused. 
Black  Burton  grew  savage  and  was  about  to  shoot  Dick,  but 
changed  his  mind  and  walked  awdy,  leaving  Dick  in  profound 
suspense  and  darkness. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  HASTENED  MARRIAGE. 

In  the  meantime  a  bargain  had  been  made  between  Peck- 
ham  and  a  man  named  Simpson,  in  which  a  transfer  of  some 
papers  was  to  be  made,  and  the  latter  called  upon  the  lawyer 
at  the  hotel. 

He  was  shown  into  the  same  room  in  which  the  conversa¬ 
tion  had  taken  place  on  the  previous  evening,  and  after  care¬ 
fully  closing  the  door,  Peckham  asked  eagerly: 

“Have  you  got  the  papers?” 

“That  is  a  leading  question,”  Simpson  answered,  nonchal¬ 
antly,  “which  I  do  not  intend  answering  just  at  present.” 

“Why  have  you  called,  then?”  Peckham  asked. 

“For  several  reasons.  One  of  them  is  that  I  am  not  over¬ 
burdened  with  ready  money  just  at  present.” 

“Why  did  you  not  tell  me  sooner?”  Peckham  said,  hastily. 
“I  am  not  very  flush  myself,  but  what  I  have  I  will  be  happy 
to  share  with  you.” 

“Then  you  may  as  well  let  me  have  a  double  ‘X’  for  a 
starter,”  was  the  answer. 

The  lawyer  took  a  bill  of  the  value  mentioned  from  his 
pocketbook,  and  gave  it  to  the  other,  who  placed  it  in  his 
pocket. 

“That  part  of  the  business  being  arranged,”  he  said,  as  he 
did  so,  “we  wilt  now  proceed  to  the  next.” 

“Yes,”  the  lawyer  said,  eagerly.  “Go  on.” 

“In  the  first  place,  then,”  the  other  replied,  “I  wish  to  ask 
you  a  few  questions.” 

"Relative  to  the  papers?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  you  want  to  know?” 

“I  want  a  description  of  the  documents,  so  as  to  make  sure 
I  don’t  get  the  wrong  ones.” 

Peckham  hesitated  before  replying,  and  the  visitor  made  a 
motion  as  if  to  rise  from  his  seat. 

"You  needn’t  tell  me  if  you  don’t  want  to,”  he  said.  “It’s  a 
risky  business  anyhow,  and  perhaps  I’ll  be  better  off  to  get 
out  of  it  when  I’m  twenty  dollars  ahead.” 

“Do  not  be  so  hasty,”  Peckham  answered.  “Of  course  I 
will  describe  the  documents  to  you.” 

“That’s  right.  If  I  am  to  assist  in  this  affair  I  don’t  wrant 
to  go  it  blindly.” 

“Well,  then,  the  principal  document  is  a  certificate  of  the 
marriage  of  Alice  Lyndon  with  Arthur  Chamberlain.  There 


are  some  letters  and  other  papers,  I  bel  eve,  but  this  is  tie 
most  important.” 

“Anything  else?”  ...... 

“Yes.  The  two  halves  of  a  gold  locke-.  , 

“Just  so.  Now  there  is  another  point  on  which  1  wa..t 
some  information.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Why  are  you  so  anxious  to  get  these  papers  . 

“You  know  already.  They  will  prove  the  claim  of  my 
promised  wife  to  a  large  fortune.” 

“Yes,  after  something  else  has  been  done.” 

‘What  do  you  mean?”  Peckham  asked. 

“An  ugly  word — murder.”  . . 

“How  dare  you  ins’nuate  such  a  thing?”  Peckham  said, 
with  an  assumption  of  indignation,  though  his  face  paled. 

“Because  it  is  the  truth.” 

"You  are  altogether  mistaken.” 

“I  am  not.  These  papers  will  prove  the  claim  of  the  real 
heir.  It  is  only  after  he  is  dead  that  your  wife,  that  s^to  be, 
succeeds  to  the  fortune.” 

“How  do  you  know  this?” 

“Because  I  have  seen  the  will.”  $ 

"You  know  all,  then?” 

“Yes;  and  I  also  know  that  there  is  another  life  between 
the  boy  and  your-  intended  wife’s  inheritance.” 

For  a  few  moments  Peckham  made  no  reply,  at  length  he 

Scticl  *  • 

“How  you  gained  your  information  I  do  not  know,  but  it 

is  true.  As' you  said  just  now,  it  is  better  to  be  frank  with 
each  other.  We  are  each  of  us  playing  for  a  large  stake,  and 
it  is  to  our  interest  to  work  together.  You  secure  the  papers 

and  I  will  guarantee  the  rest.”  ... 

“I  have  found  them.  I  stole  them  from  their  new  hiding 

place  last  night.” 

Peckham  started  to  his  feet. 

“Are  you  telling  me  the  truth?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Then  give  them  to  me.”  .  ,  . 

“Not  much.”  the  other  laughed.  I  have  come  to  a  kind  ot 
a  half  resolution  that  it  would-be  better  for  me  to  treat  with 
the  nearest  living  heii's  than  with  those  who  wait  for  their 
death.” 

“You  would  not  betray  me? 

“Yes,  I  would,  unless  you  make  it  worth  my  -while  not  to 
do  so.” 

“I  have  already  promised  you  ten  thousand.” 

“It  is  not  enough.” 

“How  much  do  you  -want?” 

“Twenty-five.” 

“You  shall  have  it.” 

“I  do  not  like  the  security.” 

“What  more  can  I  give?” 

“I  will  tell  you.  You  must  marry  the  woman  at  once. 
Then  there  can’ be  no  fear  of  her  going  back  on  her  promise.” 

“She  would  not  consent.” 

“You  must  make  her.” 

“How  can  I  do  so?” 

“By  telling  her  that  I  hold  the  papers.  Tell  her  also  that  I 
have  killed  one  of  the  heirs,  and  will  get  rid  of  the  other  as 
soon  as  I  see  the  evidence  of  your  good  faith.  If  she  agrees, 
you  must  be  married  to-day,  and  the  papers  shall  be  placed 
in  your  hand  within  an  hour  after  the  ceremony.  If  she  does 
not  agree  I  will  place  the  papers  in  the  hands  of  the  real 
heir.” 

The  man  spoke  in  a  dogged  way,  that  showed  he  meant 
what  he  said;  in  vain  Peckham  tried  to  gain  more  time,  until 
at  length  he  was  forced  to  agree  to  try  and  gain  the  wom¬ 
an’s  consent  to  have  the  marriage  performed  at  once. 

"I  will  wait  here  until  you  return  with  an  answTer,”  Simp¬ 
son  said,  and  reluctantly  the  lawyer  left  the  room. 

An  hour  or  more  elapsed  before  he  returned,  and  wnen  he 
did  so  he  found  Simpson  pacing  impatiently  up  and  down  the 
room. 

“Well?”  he  asked,  as  the  lawyer  entered. 

“She  agrees,  but  she  insists  on  having  the  promise  from 
your  own  lips.” 

“It  is  impossible.” 

“But - ” 

“I  say  it  is  impossible.  Tell  her  so,  and  that  unless  she 
consents  to  the  marriage  within  an  hour.  I  will  give  the 
papers  to  the  proper  owner.  Go  now!” 

There  was  a  command  in  his  voice  that  told  the  lawyer  it 
was  useless  making  any  objections;  again  he  left  the  room 
and  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  returned. 
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"She  has  agreed  at  last."  he  said,  as  he  entered,  “but  I  had 
to  lie  through  thick  and  th  n  to  tret  her  consent.” 

Xo  matter,"  was  the  reply.  “Have  the  cler"Tnnan  sent 
for.  and  as  soon  as  the  ceremony  is  over  you  shall  have  the 
papers.  Until  then  1  do  not  desire  to  bo  seen.” 

He  left  the  apartment  as  he  spoke,  and  descending  to  the 
reading-room  began  to  read  the  papers  while  Peckham  sent 
for  a  clergyman. 

In  a  short  time  the  messenger,  accompanied  by  the  clergy¬ 
man,  returned,  and  a  look  of  triumph  lighted  up  Simpson’s 
face  as  he  saw  him. 

Half  an  hour  or  more  passed,  and  then  the  minister  came 
downsta'rs,  when  he  rose  and  addressed  him. 

"Yes,"  the  minister  answered. 

“And  they  are  legally  married?” 

The  minister  looked  the  surprise  he  felt  at  the  question,  as 
he  answered: 

“Certainly.” 

The  look  of  exultation  deepened  on  Simpson’s  face  as  he 
turned  abruptly  away. 

"At  last,”  he  muttered  under  his  breath.  “I  have  them  in 
my  power.” 


♦ 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

A  FOILED  ESCAPE. 

As  the  door  was  closed  and  bolted  upon  him,  and  he  was 
left  alone  in  the  darkness,  Dick  set  his  wits  to  work,  trying 
to  formulate  a  plan  of  escape? 

He  was  fortunate  in  not  having  been  searched  by  the  out¬ 
laws,  and  in  his  pocket  he  had  a  strong  jack-knife,  as  well  as 
a  few  matches  and  some  cotton- waste  which  he  used  in  clean¬ 
ing  the  locomotive. 

Striking  one  of  the  matches,  he  ignited  the  cotton-waste, 
and  by  its  light  carefully  examined  the  door. 

He  found  it  was  massive  enough  almost  to  withstand  the 
attack  of  a  small  cannon;  it  was  built  of  heavy  pieces  of 
timber,  fastened  together  with  clamps  of  iron,  and  to  attempt 
to  cut  through  with  nothing  but  his  knife  seemed  a  hopeless 
task. 

But  he  started  at  it,  and  for  hours  he  continued  to  work 
away,  until  he  calculated  it  must  again  be  night,  he  had  by 
this  time  cut  away  a  considerable  space,  and  suddenly  he 
felt  the  blade  of  the  knife  penetrate  through  to  the  other 
side. 

A  feeling  of  renewed  hope  filled  his  breast  at  this  result, 
and  he  soon  had  the  aperture  sufficiently  enlarged  to  peer 
through  it  into  the  outer  cavern. 

As  he  did  so,  he  saw  that  the  only  visible  occupants  were 
two  men,  who  were  seated  beside  the  fire  playing  a  game  of 
cards. 

He  could  overhear  what  they  were  saying,  but  as  all  their 
talk  related  to  the  game  they  were  playing,  it  was  of  no 
interest  to  him,  and  he  busied  himself  in  enlarging  the  hole 
in  the  door. 

Now  that  he  was  fairly  through  he  was  able  to  work  far 
more  rapidly,  and  in  a  short  time  he  had  the  hole  suffic'ently 
enlarged  to  allow  of  his  thrusting  his  arm  through. 

He  was  overjoyed  to  find  that  by  doing  so  he  was  able  to 
reach  the  bolt;  in  another  moment  he  had  drawn  it  back,  and 
as  far  as  the  door  went  the  way  to  liberty  was  open  before 
him. 

Still  his  situation  seemed  but  little  improved. 

Unarmed  as  he  was,  it  would  be  mere  folly  to  attempt  to 
escape  while  the  two  men  remained  in  the  outer  cavern. 

He  could  only  wait  and  watch  a  better  chance. 

It  came  sooner  than  he  expected. 

As  the  men  finished  the  game  one  of  them  said: 

“That’s  got  to  be  the  last  game  we  play  to-night.  I  ought 
to  have  been  on  guard  two  hours  ago.  If  the  cao  was  to 
come  back  and  find  no  one  at  the  entrance  he’d  make  things 
hot.” 

“You’re  just  right,”  the  other  assented.  “You  go  and  take 
the  first  turn,  while  I  try  and  get  a  few  winks  of  sleep.” 

As  he  spoke  the  first  speaker  had  risen  and  picked  up  the 
rifle  that  lay  beside  him;  now  he  turned  and  walked  toward 
the  entrance  of  the  cave,  while  the  other,  rolling  a  blanket 
around  him,  laid  down  in  as  comfortable  a  position  as  pos¬ 
sible  beside  the  fire. 

For  half  an  hour  or  more  after  the  first  speaker  had  dis¬ 
appear'd  through  the  entrance  Dick  waited,  and  then,  cau- 
tio  .-  !y  open  ng  the  door,  he  crept  noiselessly  into  the  outei 

cavern. 


As  he  did  so  he  saw  a  fragment  of  loose  rock  lying  on 
the  ground,  and  picking  it  up,  he  stealthily  approached  the 
man  who  lay  beside  the  fire. 

That  he  was  asleep  his  regular  breathing  plainly  told,  and 
as  he  reached  his  side  Dick  hesitated  a  moment,  with  the 
rock  upra  sed  in  his  hand;  there  was  no  help  for  it,  however, 
and  he  struck  him  a  blow  on  the  head,  not  heavy  enough  to 
kill,  but  sufficient  to  stun  him. 

Then,  rapidly  appropriating  his  weapons,  he  donned  his 
slouch  hat,  and  advanced  toward  the  entrance  of  the  cavern. 

As  he  reached  it  the  man  who  was  on  guard  outside  turned. 

“Is  that  you,  Bill?”  he  asked. 

Dick’s  answer  was  a  blow  with  the  butt  of  the  revolver  be¬ 
tween  the  eyes  that  felled  him  like  a  stone  to  the  ground. 

Stepping  over  his  prostrate  body,  the  escaped  prisoner 
stood  for  several  moments  considering  which  direction  to 
take. 

As  he  had  been  unconscious  when  he  was  brought  to  the 
cavern,  he  had  no  idea  of  the  locality,  and  he  still  stood  un 
decided,  when  the  sound  of  approaching  voices  fell  upon  hL 
ears. 

In  an  instant  he  realized  that  it  was  the  outlaws  returninj 
to  the  cavern,  and  he  at  once  started  at  a  rapid  pace  in  th> 
opposite  direction  to  that  from  which  the  voices  proceeded. 

The  night  was  a  fine  one,  and  the  moon  was  shining 
brightly;  hardly  had  he  taken  a  dozen  steps  than  a  shout  be 
hind  him  told  him  he  had  been  seen. 

Glancing  around  he  saw,  not  a  hundred  yards  away,  more 
than  a  dozen  men  with  rifles  in  their  hands. 

“Halt!”  one  of  them  shouted,  “or  we  will  fire  upon  you.” 

Dick  made  no  answer  except  to  increase  his  speed,  and  the 
next  moment  half  a  dozen  bullets  came  whizzing  past  his 
ears. 

None  of  them  hit  him.  however,  and  for  a  short  distance  he 
kept  on.  when  he  saw  that  he  was  in  a  trap. 

There  was  no  outlet  to  the  ravine,  it  was  a  sort  of  natural 
cul-de-sac  ending  in  a  precipitous  wall  of  rock. 

The  pursuing  outlaws,  probably  aware  of  this  fact,  had 
ceased  firing,  and  now  jeering  shouts  of  triumph  left  their 
lips  as  they  witnessed  his  discomfiture. 

When  Dick  had  first  seen  his  escape  cut  off  for  a  moment 
he  hesitated;  for  a  moment  only,  and  then,  spihnging  for¬ 
ward,  he  placed  his  back  against  the  rocky  wall  and  leveled 
his  revolvers,  resolved  to  sell  his  life  as  dearly  as  possible. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

I 

RUN  TO  EARTH. 

For  a  moment  or  two  he  stood  with  his  fingers  resting  oz 
the  triggers  of  his  weapons,  and  then  both  reports  rang  oui 
simultaneously. 

Two  ci'ies  of  pain,  following  the  reports,  told  both  bulleti 
had  found  their  billets,  and  once  more  selecting  his  men,  h< 
pressed  the  triggers,  bringing  down  two  more. 

Again  he  pressed  the  triggers,  but  whether  his  aim  had 
been  true  til's  time  or  not  he  could  not  tell,  for  the  reports 
were  mingled  with  those  of  another  volley  from  the  outlaws, 
and  a  pain  like  that  of  a  knife  seemed  to  pierce  the  young 
man’s  brain. 

Reeling  a  moment  he  fell  to  the  ground,  while  the  outlaws, 
with  exultant  shouts,  advanced  toward  him. 

Before  they  could  reach  the  spot  where  he  had  fallen,  how¬ 
ever.  he  had  disappeared. 

Literally  struck  dumb  with  astonishment,  the  ruffians 
looked  at  each  other  for  several  moments  in  silence. 

A  feeling  of  superstitious  fear  crept  into  the  minds  of  all. 

“He  must  be  in  league  with  the  devil,”  one  of  them  said  at 
length.  “He  was  here  a  minute  ago.” 

“Nonsense,”  another  said.  “It’s  plain  enough  to  see  where 
the  young  cuss  has  gone  to.” 

As  the  ruffian  spoke  he  advanced  toward  the  spot  where 
Dick  had  stood  at  bay,  and  seizing  the  mass  of  creepng  vines 
covering  the  rocks  drew  them  aside. 

“There’s  where  he  is,”  he  said.  “Follow  me,  and  we’ll 
soon - ” 

Crack! 

The  sharp,  spiteful  report  of  a  revolver  cut  short  the 
words  the  ruffian  would  have  uttered,  and  staggering  back  he 
fell  to  the  ground  with  a  bullet  thz'ough  his  brain. 

It  was  Dick  who  had  fired  the  shot,  and  an  explanation  of 
the  cause  of  his  disappearance  is  easily  given. 
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As  the  volley  rang  out  from  the  weapons  of  the  outlaws  he 
had  felt  a  sharp  pain  penetrate  his  forehead,  and  he  had  fal¬ 
len  on  the  ground. 

In  an  instant,  almost,  however,  he  realized  that  he  had  not 
been  wounded;  that  the  bullet  had  merely  grazed  his  scalp. 

His  grasp  had  instinctively  tightened  upon  his  weapons, 
and  he  endeavored  to  rise  to  his  feet. 

As  he  did  so  the  seemingly  solid  wall  of  rock  gave  way 
behind  him,  and  he  fell  for  a  distance  of  two  or  three  feet. 

In  an  instant  he  realized  what  had  happened;  that  chance 
in  a  protecting  Providence  had  once  more  befriended  him. 

In  falling  he  had  struck  a  natural  curtain  of  creeping  vines 
that  covered  the  entrance  to  a  cave. 

His  fall  had  not  been  sufficient  to  deprive  him  of  con¬ 
sciousness,  and  he  at  once  rose  to  his  feet. 

Hardly  had  he  done  so  than  he  heard  the  voices  of  the 
outlaws  outside. 

He  was  in  total  darkness,  but  he  could  hear  distinctly  every 
word  that  was  uttered,  and  as  the  ruffians  parted  the  mass  of 
tendrils  over  the  entrance  to  the  cave  a  ray  of  moonlight 
penetrated  the  gloom. 

On  the  instant  he  raised  one  of  his  revolvers  and  fired. 

A  gasping  moan  told  him  that  his  aim  had  been  true,  and 
instantly  the  foliage  again  fell  over  the  entrance  to  the 
cavern,  leaving  him  in  the  former  gloom. 

He  could  hear  the  voices  of  the  outlaws  raised  in  fierce 
oaths,  and  instinctively  he  threw  himself  full  length  upon 
the  floor  of  the  cavern. 

Hardly  had  he  done  so  than  the  wisdom  of  the  course  was 

proved. 

The  sharp  crack  of  half  a  dozen  rifles  drowned  the  sound 
of  the  voices,  and  an  equal  number  of  bullets  came  whizzing 
over  his  head. 

Well  he  realized  that  his  sudden  action  had  saved  his  life, 
and  with  the  knowledge  came  another  thought. 

Instantly  he  proceeded  to  put  h!s  idea  into  execution. 

Hardly  had  the  reports  of  the  rifles  died  away  than  he  ut¬ 
tered  a  well- simulated  cry  of  pain. 

It  was  echoed  by  a  hoarse  shout  of  triumph  from  the 
throats  of  the  outlaws. 

The  next  moment  the  vine^  in  front  of  the  entrance  were 
again  put  aside,  and  once  more  a  man’s  figure  could  be  seen 
in  the  moonlight. 

“We  have  run  him  down  at  last,”  the  man  said.  “Follow 
me,  boys,  and  help  me  to  drag  out  his  carcass.” 

He  took  a  step  forward  as  he  spoke,  but  hardly  had  he 
done  so  than  again  Dick’s  revolver  flashed  fire. 

Without  so  much  as  a  single  groan  the  man  fell  back,  and 
again  the  youth  was  left  in  darkness. 

With  his  fingers  on  the  triggers  of  his  weapons,  he  waited 
for  another  of  the  ruffians  to  attempt  to  enter  the  cave. 

Several  minutes  passed,  and  crawling  cautiously  forward, 
he  placed  his  hat  upon  the  barrel  of  one  of  his  revolvers  and 
thrust  it  through  the  vines. 

Hardly  had  he  done  so  than  a  dozen  or  more  reports  rung 
out  simultaneously,  and  he  knew  that,  though  they  had  de¬ 
sisted  from  any  active  attack  for  the  present,  they  had  no  in¬ 
tention  of  allowing  him  to  escape  them. 

As  the  mingled  reports  rang  out,  he  hastily  withdrew  his 
hat  and  again  gave  utterance  to  a  cry  of  pretended  pain,  but 
evidently  remembering  their  former  expei’ience,  this  time 
they  made  no  attempt  to  enter  the  cave. 

Their  design  seemed  plainly  to  be  to  keep  him  a  prisoner 
until  starvation  forced  him  to  make  an  attempt  to  sally  forth. 

This  seemed  to  be  the  explanation  of  their  seeming  inac¬ 
tivity;  still  it  might  only  be  a  ruse  to  lull  him  into  a  feei  ng 
erf  false  security,  and  determined  not  to  be  thus  taken  un¬ 
awares.  Dick  waited  with  his  weapons  in  his  hands  ready  for 
an  attack  at  any  instant. 

He  could  not  but  admit  to  himself,  however,  that  his  posi¬ 
tion  was  a  desperate  one;  he  had  but  four  bullets  left  and 
when  these  were  gone  he  was  wholly  at  his  enemies’  mercy 

Waiting  thus,  an  hour  or  more  passed,  and  then  he  heard 
shouts  of  triumph  arise  from  the  throats  of  the  besieging 
party. 

Hardly  had  they  ceased  than  the  cavern  became  suddenly 
illuminated. 

Only  for  a  few  moments,  though,  and  then  dense  volumes 
of  smoke  began  to  pour  through  the  entrance. 

The  seeming  inactivity  of  the  outlaws  was  now  explained 

They  intended  to  smoke  him  out! 

A  feeling  of  desperation  filled  the  young  man’s  breast,  as 
grasping  his  weapons  firmly  he  tried  to  make  his  way  into 

the  open  air. 


In  spite  of  his  utmost  endeavors,  however,  the  smoke  con¬ 
tinued  to  force  him  back,  until  he  sunk  almost  unconscious 
upon  the  ground. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

A  STRATEGIC  MOVE. 

Hardly  had  the  clergyman  passed  out  of  the  hotel  than 
Peckham  descended  the  staircase. 

He  caught  sight  of  Simpson  as  he  was  passing  out  of  the 
door  and  called  to  him. 

For  a  moment  or  two  it  seemed  to  be  Simpson’s  intention 
to  pass  out  without  answering  the  summons;  then,  as  if 
struck  by  second  thought,  he  turned  and  waited  until  Peck- 
ham  advanced  to  where  he  stood. 

The  lawyer  seemed  much  excited  as  he  said: 

‘  Now  the  conditions  are  fulfilled.” 

“I  am  glad  of  it,”  the  other  sa:d,  calmly. 

“And  now  for  the  papers,”  Peckham  went  on. 

Simpson  laughed  mockingly. 

For  a  moment  he  made  no  answer;  then  coming  a  step 
nearer  to  the  other,  he  asked: 

“Do  you  think  I  am  fool  enough  to  let  you  cheat  me  out  of 
the  money  you  promised  me?” 

“You  shall  have  it  as  soon  as  you  fulfill  your  part  of  the 
bargain.” 

Simpson  shrugged  his  shoulders;  then  with  a  sudden  stern 
change  of  manner  he  said: 

“We  might  talk  forever  and  arrive  at  no  result.  Let  me 
tell  you  what  I  mean.  I  want  twenty-five  thousand  dollars 
as  the  reward  for  giving  you  and  your  wife  twenty  times 
that  sum.  When  I  have  earned  the  amount  I  will  claim  it, 
and  not  before.” 

“Then  you  intend  to  keep  your  promise?”  Peckham  asked 
eagerly. 

“Certainly.” 

“Then  what  is  the  use  of  our  quarreling?” 

“I  sought  no  quarrel.” 

“No,  but  I  thought  you  intended  to  go  back  on  our  agree¬ 
ment.” 

“I  do  not.  I  have  the  first  step  taken.  I  have  the  papers, 
but  I  will  keep  them  for  my  security  for  my  twenty-five 
thousand.  You  know  that  there  are  other  things  to  be  done 
before  they  are  worth  anything  to  you.” 

“And  you  will  do  these  things  of  which  you  speak?”  Peck¬ 
ham  asked. 

“Yes,  and  then  I  want  my  twenty-five  thousand.  And  now 
let  me  ask  you  what  has  been  the  use  of  all  this  talk?  You 
have  not  fulfilled  your  conditions,  and  neither  have  I.  We 
are  therefore  even.  Now,  good-day.  I  have  an  engagement 
elsewhere.” 

He  turned  as  he  spoke,  but  Peckham  laid  his  hand  on  his 
arm. 

“Stay  a  moment,”  he  said.  “You  are  not  surely  going  to 
leave  me  in  this  way?” 

“Why  not?” 

“Because  I  am  in  a  dilemma.  What  shall  I  say  to  my 

wife  ?” 

“Tell  her  to  prosecute  her  claim  at  once.” 

“And  will  you  have  the  obstacles  removed?” 

“I  have  told  you  I  would.  Now  there  is  no  need  for  any 
further  talk.  I  am  in  a  hurry.” 

He  wrenched  his  arm  clear  of  Peckham’s  grasp  as  he  spoke, 
and  passed  from  the  hotel  into  the  street. 

For  a  moment  or  two  the  lawyer  stood  as  if  undecided  how 
to  act;  then  he  also  went  out  of  the  hotel  with  the  evident 
intention  of  following  the  other. 

When  he  reached  the  pavement,  however,  he  saw  that 
Simpson  had  vanished,  and  turning,  he  again  entered  the 
hotel,  and  ascended  the  staircase  to  the  room  where  he  had 
left  his  bride. 

She  was  awaiting  him  impatiently. 

“Well,”  she  said,  as  the  door  was  closed,  “have  you  got 
them?” 

“No,”  Peckham  answered. 

For  a  moment  or  two  passion  seemed  to  deprive  the  woman 
of  utterance. 

Then,”  she  said  at  length.  “I  am  to  understand  you  have 
deceived  me?” 
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“Not  so,"  Peckham  hastened  to  assure  her.  "Instead,  we 
(  are  on  the  straight  road  to  success.” 

“Explain  yourself,”  his  newly-made  wife  said. 

Peckham  at  once  proceeded  to  do  so,  relating  the  conversa- 
;  on  between  Simpson  and  himself,  but  giving  the  words  of 
the  former  a  meaning  deeper  than  that  with  which  they  had 
'  been  uttered.  He  had  a  certain  natural  volubility,  and  though 
she  was  incredukus  at  first,  after  a  while  he  succeeded  in 
conveying  to  the  woman’s  mind  the  impression  he  intended. 

A  day  or  two  passed. 

Both  anxiously  awaited  S'mpson’s  return,  but  in  vain,  un¬ 
til  at  length  they  concluded  to  wait  no  longer,  but  follow 
his  parting  advice  and  proceed  to  press  their  claim. 

The  best  means  of  doing  so  was  the  subject  of  much  con¬ 
sultation  between  them,  until  at  length  they  agreed  that 
Peckham  should  not  appear  in  the  matter  at  all. 

Accordingly,  sending  for  a  carriage,  the  newlv-made  Mrs. 
Peckham  was  driven  to  the  head  office  of  the  railroad  cor¬ 
poration. 

it  was  late  in  the  evening,  but  on  asking  for  Mr.  Whit¬ 
man,  she  was  told  he  had  not  yet  gone  home,  and  after  some 
little  delay  she  was  shown  into  his  office. 

The  president  of  the  company  was  seated  at  his  desk  look¬ 
ing  over  some  papers,  wh'ch  he  carefully  placed  in  a  drawer 
as  she  entered. 

"You  must  pardon  me  for  troubling  you,”  she  said,  as  she 
<  took  the  proffered  chair,  “but  my  position  is  an  important 
one  to  me.  I  am  looking  for  a  lost  relative.” 

“A  lost  relative?”  Mr.  Whitman  said. 

‘‘Yes,  -  nephew,”  the  woman  answered.  “I  have  searched 
*  for  him  a  long  time,  and,  at  last,  I  believe  I  have  succeeded 
in  finding  him.” 

M  .  Whitman  showed  the  interest  he  felt. 

“A  nephew?”  he  repeated.  “Is  he  a  young  man?” 

‘‘Yes,  a  mere  boy.” 

“And  his  name?” 

“His  real  name  is  Chamberlain,  but  I  believe  he  is  better 
known  as  Red  Light  Dick.” 

“I  know  him  well,”  Mr.  Whitman  said.  “And  you  are  his 
aunt?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  I  am  happy  to  say  that  I  have  here  the  papers  to 
prove  his  identity,”  Mr.  Whitman  said.  “He  is  a  noble  young 
fellow.” 

An  evil  light  came  into  the  woman’s  eyes,  and  her  hand 
made  a  motion  as  if  to  seek  her  breast. 

“You  have  the  papers  to  prove  his  identity?”  she  asked 
eagerly.  „ 

4  “Yes,  thev  are  here.” 

As  Mr.  Whitman  spoke  he  rose,  and,  opening  the  drawer 
of  the  desk,  took  out  the  papers,  and  advanced  toward  her. 

0  * 

m  _ 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

LEFT  TO  PERISH. 

Driven  back  by  the  dense  volumes  of  smoke  that  poured 
through  the  entrance,  Dick  sank  upon  the  floor  of  the  cavern 
almost  suffocated. 

A  moment  or  two  more  of  that  atmosphere  and  he  must 
have  perished. 

Now,  however,  as  he  tried  to  draw  his  breath  he  found  he 
could  do  so. 

For  moment  or  two  he  was  too  bewildered  to  understand 
*the  reason. 

-Then,  as  his  faculties  became  clearer,  he  realized  that  the 
grr.oke  passed  in  a  steady  current  above  him,  and  that  for  the 
f  ;<ht  of  a  foot  or  two  from  the  floor  the  air  was  clear, 
b  xhat  there  must  be  some  natural  cause  for  this  was  cei*- 
tain,  and  for  a  few  minutes  longer  he  lay  trying  to  think 
wl  at  it  was. 

At  length  he  came  to  the  conclusion  there  must  be  another 
opening  to  the  cavern,  and  that  created  the  draught  that 
carried  the  smoke  toward  it. 

9  A  -»  this  idea  entered  his  mind  he  began  to  move  away  from 
the  entrance,  and  at  length  he  saw  a  dim  light  ahead*  of 
him. 

He  pressed  on  toward  it,  and  found  that  it  was  the  moon¬ 
beams  struggling  through  a  mass  of  tangled  vines. 

*  Part  ng  them  with  his  hand,  he  became  aware  they  par¬ 
tially  concealed  an  opening  large  enough  to  allow  of  his  pass¬ 
ing  easily  through. 


In  another  moment  he  had  done  so,  and  found  himself 
standing  on  a  ledge  of  rock. 

Twenty  or  thirty  feet  below  him  wound  a  narrow  pass,  and 
seizing  the  edge  of  the  rocky  led^e  with  his  hands,  he  low¬ 
ered  himself  over  it. 

For  a  moment  or  two  he  hung  suspended  thus  in  the  air, 
and  then,  releasig  his  grasp,  he  dropped  to  the  ground  below. 

He  landed  squarely  on  his  feet,  and,  looking  around  him,  he 
stood  for  a  moment  or  two  considering  which  direction  to 
take. 

As  he  did  so  a  sound  like  that  of  the  distant  report  of  fire¬ 
arms  fell  upon  his  ears. 

It  seemed  to  come  from  the  rocks  behind  him,  and.  in¬ 
stantly  the  idea  flashed  through  his  mind  that  the  outlaws, 
disappointed  at  his  not  making  his  appearance  at  the  en¬ 
trance  of  the  cavern,  had  begun  firing  through  the  opening. 

As  he  continued  to  listen  for  several  moments  longer,  he 
was  able  to  locate  the  direction  more  correctly,  and  he  started 
at  a  rapid  pace  in  an  opposite  course. 

Hardly  had  he  proceeded  a  hundred  yards,  however,  than 
two  men  sprang  from  the  shelter  of  the  rocks  into  the  path 
ahead  of  him. 

Both  were  armed  with  rifles,  and  they  at  once  brought  them 
to  their  shoulders. 

“Halt!”  one  of  them  commanded,  “or  we  will  drop  you!” 

From  their  appearance  Dick  knew  at  once  that  they  be¬ 
longed  to  the  gang  from  whom  he  had  so  shoi'tly  since  es¬ 
caped,  and  he  also  was  aware  there  was  no  time  for  hesita¬ 
tion.  ..  , 

In  an  instant  he  had  drawn  both  the  revolvers  from  his 
belt,  and  as  he  did  so  he  threw  himself  full  length  upon  the 
ground. 

Crack! 

Crack! 

The  rifles  of  both  the  outlaws  spoke  almost  at  the  same  in¬ 
stant;  but  the  bullets  whistled  harmlessly  over  Dick’s  head, 
and  hardly  had  they  done  so  than  his  own  weapons  answered 
the  reports. 

He  had  taken  good  aim,  and  as  he  saw  both  of  them  stag¬ 
ger  backwards  he  started  to  his  feet. 

The  next  moment  he  had  reached  the  spot  where  they  had 
fallen. 

He  saw  at  once  that  one  was  either  dead  or  unconscious; 
but  the  other,  though  his  rifle  had  fallen  from  his  grasp,  was 
in  the  act  of  draw  ng  a  revolver  from  his  belt. 

Dick  knew  well  it  was  no  time  for  hesitation,  and  changing 
his  grip  of  his  own  revolver  to  the  barrel,  dealt  him  a  blow 
between  the  eyes  with  the  butt  that  caused  him  to  sink  into 
utter  insensibility. 

Then  possessing  himself  of  the  unconscious  ruffian’s  rifle 
and  revolver,  he  again  went  on. 

It  seemed,  however,  that  fate  was  against  him. 

The  sound  of  the  shots  had  probably  aroused  the  remainder 
of  the  gang,  and  before  the  young  engineer  had  gone  half  a 
hundred  yards  further  they  confronted  him,  twenty  or  thirty 
in  number. 

The  odds  were  terrible  ones,  but  Dick  did  not  weaken,  and 
leveling  the  rifle  he  stood  at  bay. 

Fortunately  the  rifle,  which  was  a  Spencer,  was  loaded, 
and  in  a  nearly  continuous  volley  the  shots  rang  out,  almost 
every  bullet  finding  its  billet. 

It  seemed  that  he  bore  a  charmed  life,  for  though  the  bul¬ 
lets  of  his  opponents  flew  around  him  thick  as  hail,  none  of 
them  hit  him. 

His  attention  wholly  occupied  by  his  enemies  in  front,  how¬ 
ever,  he  was  unaware  of  another  party  creeping  upon  him 
from  behind. 

Not  until  the  coils  of  a  lasso  circled  around  him  did  he 
realize  his  new  danger,  and  then  his  struggles  to  free  him¬ 
self  were  futile,  and  in  a  few  moments  he  was  surrounded 
by  his  enemies,  and  disarmed  and  bound. 

For  several  minutes  they  continued  to  suggest  various 
ways  of  killing  him,  when  suddenly  the  shriek  of  a  distant 
locomotive  struck  upon  the  ears  of  all. 

“That  is  the  ticket.”  one  of  the  ruffians  said.  “Tie  him  to 
the  track  on  the  bridge.  If  he  escapes  that,  we  will  be  on 
hand  to  finish  him.” 

This  suggestion  was  acted  upon,  and,  bound  and  gagged, 
he  was  securely  t;ed  to  the  rails. 

Without  a  word  being  spoken,  the  villains  then  hastened 
away. 

Hardly  had  they  done  so  than  the  shriek  of  the  locomotive 
rang  through  the  silence. 

Moments  that  seemed  ages  passed,  and  the  vibrations  of 
the  rails  increased.  He  strove  in  vain  to  work  the  gag  from 
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his  mouth  to  utter  one  last  despairing  cry,  hopeless  though 
it  might  be. 

Still  the  vibration  of  the  rails  seemed  to  increase.  He  im¬ 
agined  he  could  almost  count  the  revolutions  of  the  approach¬ 
ing  wheels.  He  closed  his  eyes,  breathing  a  prayer,  yet  as  he 
d-d  so  he  felt  the  glare  of  the  headlight  flashing  upon  him. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


SAVED. 

Our  hero  was  certainly  in  a  desperate  position. 

It  seemed  that  nothing  short  of  a  miracle  could  save  him 
from  a  horrible  fate. 

As  he  closed  his  eyes  he  thought  he  could  still  see  the  red 
headlight  of  the  approaching  locomotive  flashing  upon  him. 

Suddenly  some  one  touched  him,  and  opening  his  eyes,  he 
saw  a  man  kneeling  beside  him. 

“Seize  one  of  the  sleepers  and  hang  on  at  ai'm’s  length  be¬ 
low  the  ti-ack  until  the  engine  has  passed,”  he  said.  “It  is  our 
only  chance.” 

Even  as  he  was  speaking  he  drew  a  knife  across  the  cords 
that  held  the  youth  to  the  track. 

Well  Dick-realized  there  was  not  an  instant  to  be  lost. 

Already  the  locomotive  had  run  upon  the  bridge,  and  the 
rays  of  the  headlight  almost  reached  the  spot  where  he  had 
been  bound. 

As  his  unknown  friend  had  given  his  instructions,  he  had 
suited  his  action  to  his  words,  and  seizing  one  of  the  sleepers, 
hung  suspended  at  arm’s  length  beneath  the  track. 

Instantly  Diclc  followed  his  example,  and  the  next  moment 
the  engine  passed  with  a  thunderous  rattle  above. 

The  vibration  almost  caused  them  both  to  lose  their  grasp; 
they  clung  on  for  dear  life,  however,  and  in  a  moment  or  two 
they  were  safe. 

Drawing  themselves  again  upon  the  ti’ack  they  regarded 
each  other,  panting  and  breathless,  for  several  moments  in 
silence. 

Dick 'was  the  first  to  speak. 

"I  owe  you  my  life,”  he  said.  “How  did  you  know  I  was 
here?” 

“I  saw  the  ruffians  bringing  you  hei'e.  Are  you  not  the 
young  rnan  known  as  Red  Light  Dick?”  he  added  ab inaptly. 

“I  am.” 

“I  thought  so,  and  you  are  the  very  individual  I  have  been 
trying  to  find.” 

"Indeed  ?” 

“Yes.  I  was  hired  to  kill  you.” 

“To  kill  me?”  Dick  repeated  in  astonishment. 

“Yes;  but  no  matter.  After  the  way  I  have  acted  toward 
you  just  now  I  think  you  may  feel  secui'e  on  that  point  for 
the  present  at  least.  But,  tell  me,  is  not  that  engine  slack¬ 
ening  speed?” 

"Yes,”  Dick  answered. 

“I  am  almost  certain  the  wreckers  have  possession  of  it. 
If  whoever  is  running  it  were  not  in  league  with  the  gang 
they  would  have  attacked  it.” 

Dick  was  obliged  to  admit  this  was  also  true,  as  by  this 
time  the  engine  had  come  to  a  standstill. 

“How  long  since  you  were  made  a  prisoner?”  the  man  who 
had  so  opportunely  come  to  Dick’s  assistance  asked  suddenly. 

“Since  last  night,  as  near  as  I  can  calculate,”  was  the  an¬ 
swer. 

"Did  you  see  Black  Burton?” 

“Yes  ” 

“When?” 

“Shortly  after  I  was  taken  prisoner.” 

"That  was  last  night?” 

“Yes.” 

“Ho  was  not  with  the  gang  who  tied  you  to  the  track?” 

“No.” 

"Then  I  believe  it  is  he  who  is  on  that  engine.” 

“You  do?” 

“Yes,  and  I  am  going  to  try  to  trail  him  to  the  retreat  of 
himself  and  his  gang.  Can  I  count  on  your  assistance?” 

“Yes,  if  you  first  answer  me  a  few  questions.” 

"What  are  they?” 

“First,  what  is  your  name?” 

“My  real  name  is  Fullerton,  but  lately  I  have  assumed  that 
of  Simpson.” 


"That"?  mirttttfe  Lore  easily  net  those  who  have  injured 

m“inndyou  Ed” to  track  Black  Burton  down?”  J] 

“Yes-  to  the  death,  and  then  I  will  have  the  game  a  1  in  my 
own  hands  and  let  me  tell  you  that  when  myreveiwe  is  com- 
plete  it  will  be  you  who  will  most  be  benefited. 

“Me?”  Dick  asked,  surprised.  . 

“Yes;  but  I  have  no  time  now  for  explanations.  Aie  you 

with  me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good.  Are  you  armed?” 

“No.” 

“Then  take  this.”  „  ,  ...  .  rr  1  > 

As  he  spoke  he  placed  a  revolver  of  heavy  caliber  in  Dicks 

hands,  and  after  a  few  more  hurried  words  they  started  m 

the  direction  of  the  locomotive.  . 

When  they  had  passed  from  the  bridge  they  left  the  track, 
and  crept  cautiously  yet  rapidly  along  m  the  s.ieltei  oi  the 

bordering  trees.  ,  ,,  ,  ..  ,  , 

In  a  short  time  they  came  to  where  the  locomotive  stood, . 

and  could  see  that  there  were  half  a  dozen  men  standing 
around,  ev'dently  for  the  purpose,  of  guarding  it.  . 

“It  is  as  I  expected,”  Simpson  said  in  a  whisper  to  his  com¬ 
panion.  “Unless  I  am  mistaken,  the  retreat  of  the  ruff  ans 
is  somewhere  in  this  locaity.” 

“It  is,”  Dick  answered. 

“You  know  where  it  is?” 

“Yes.  It  -was  from  there  I  made  my  escape. 

“Then  lead  the  way,”  Simpson  said,  eagerly,  and  Dick  at 
once  proceeded  to  do  so.  ..  * 

The  course  he  was  obliged  to  take  was  somewhat  circu  t- 
ous,  he  having  to  pass  through  the  second  cave  from  which  he 
had  been  smoked  cut,  but  at  length  they  reached  within  a 
short  distance  of  the  cavern  to  which  he  had  first  been  taken 
a  prisoner. 

As  they  did  so,  they  saw  that  the  outlaws — two  or  three 
dozen  in  number — were  gathered  together  a  few  hundred 
yards  from  the  entrance. 

They  were  talking  eagerly  among  themselves,  and  after 
listening  for  several  minutes  to  their  conversation.  Dick  and 
his  companion  gathered  that  Black  Burton  and  a  female  pris¬ 
oner  were  alone  in  the  cavern  together. 

After  a  hurried  consultation  they  determined  to  make  an 
attempt  to  enter  the  cavern,  and,  if  possible,  rescue  the  pris¬ 
oner. 

The  resolve  was  bold  almost  to  rashness,  but  its  verv  bold¬ 
ness  was  the  cause  of  its  success,  and  making  their  way 
cautiously  toward  the  entrance  they  passed  through  without 
attracting  the  attention  of  the  outlaws. 

As  they  did  so  the  sound  of  voices  fell  upon  their  ears,  and 
as  they  advanced  a  few  yards  further  a  startling  spectacle 
was  presented  to  their  gaze.  « 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

+ 

AN  OPPORTUNE  INTERRUPTION. 

As  Mr.  Whitman  took  the  papers  given  him  by  Red  Light 
Dick  from  the  drawer  of  his  desk.,  and  rising,  advanced  to¬ 
ward  his  visitor,  for  a  moment  or  two  she  seemed  inclined  to 
snatch  them  from  his  hand. 

Almost  instantly,  however,  she  checked  the  impulse,  and 
said,  in  tones  of  well-simulated  pleasure: 

“I  cannot  express  mv  delight,  but. are  you  sure  that  these 
papers  will  prove  his  identity?” 

“There  can  be  no  doubt  of  it.” 

“Then  tell  me  where  he  is.  that  I.  as  his  nearest  living  rela¬ 
tive.  may  be  the  first  to  congratulate  him.” 

“That  is  impossible  at  present,  as  he  left  the  city  an  hour 
or  so  ago.” 

“And  when  will  he  return?” 

“liie  day  after  to-morrow,  probably.” 

“You  will  tell  him  to  call  upon  me  as  soon  as  he  does  so. 
will  you  not?  I  am  staying  at  the  Grand  Hotel.” 

“I  will  do  so,”  Mr.  Whitman  answered,  somewhat  puzzlld 
at  the  visitor’s  strange  manner,  “but  you  will  pardon  me  if  I 
ask  >ou  a  few  questions.  Tt  is  not  from  idle  curiosity,  bo- 
I  lieve  me,  but  because  I  take  a  great  interest  in  the  young 
man.” 
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"I  shall  be  most  happy  to  do  so,"  the  woman  said,  cor- 

iially. 

Y  ou  are  h  s  aunt.  I  understood  you  to  say?”  Mr.  Whitman 

asked. 

“Yes.” 

*'  1  •  a  -  he  any  other  relatives  besides  yourself?” 

"None  with  the  exception  of  my  brother,  if  he  is  alive.  I 
have  net  hoard  from  him  for  years.” 

"The  mother  of  the  boy  was  then  your  sister?” 

"Only  o  r  1  alf-sister.  She  was  the  child  of  our  father’s 
second  marriage.” 

I"Yoee  name  before  you  were  married,  then,  was  Lyndon?” 

Y  s 

**.'  n  i  whtrt  was  the  cause  of  your  father’s  estrangement 
from  his  other  child?” 

“A  runaway  marriage  with  a  young  man  named  Arthur 
Chamberlain.” 


"The  father  of  the  boy?” 

•Yes.” 

“An  l  did  your  father  leave  all  his  property  to  her  after 
his' estrangement  from  her?” 

'  Yes.  with  the  exception  of  a  small  annuity  to  myself.” 

‘‘Then,  if  the  boy  were  dead,  you  would  be  the  natural 
heir?” 

"Not  until  after  my  brother.  The  conditions  of  the  will 
were  peculiar.  I  have  a  copy  of  it  at  the  hotel,  which  I  will 
show  you  if  you  desire  to  see  it.” 

Mr.  Whitman  expressed  a  wish  to  do  so,  and,  after  some 
further  conversation,  the  visitor  took  her  leave. 

Taking  the  papers  Dick;  had  given  him  home  with  him,  he 
communicated  the  news  of  the  young  man’s  unexpected  good 
fortune  to  his  wife  and  daughter. 

Both  expressed  their  surprise,  and  Nora  especially  experi¬ 
enced  a  feeling  of  pleasure  deeper  than  might  be  supposed 
to  be  bom  of  her  gratitude  for  services  he  had  rendered  her. 

Early  the  following  morning,  however,  they  all  wTere  inex¬ 
pressibly  shocked  by  the  news  that  the  locomotive  he  was 
running  had  been  destroyed  by  a  tornado,  and  the  young  en¬ 
gineer  prince  had  met  with  a  horrible  doom. 

Nora’s  grief  vTas  deep  and  sincere,  and  she,  for  the  first 
time,  realized  her  feelings  towrard  the  youth  had  not  been 
those  of  mere  friendship,  but  of  love. 

She  strove  bravely  to  disguise  her  feelings  from  her 
parents,  and  when,  after  the  dreary  day  had  passed  she  re¬ 
tired  to  her  chamber,  her  pent-up  emotions  found  vent  in  a 
flood  of  bitter  tears. 

It  was  the  first  great  grief  she  had  known,  and  she  was 
inconsolable;  throwing  herself,  without  d:srobing,  on  the 
bed,  she  buried  her  face  in  the  pillow  and  sobbed  herself 
to  sleep. 

How  long  she  slept  she  did  not  know,  but  she  awroke  with 
a  sudden  start,  to  find  four  masked  men  standing  around  the 
bed. 

A  cry  for  assistance  rose  to  her  lips,  and  she  started  to  a 
sitting  position,  but  before  she  could  give  voice  to  the  appeal 
one  of  the  men  seized  her  and  pressed  a  sponge  saturated 
with  chloroform  over  her  mouth  and  nostrils. 

With  all  her  strength  she  straggled  to  free  herself,  but 
.-he  was  no  more  than  an  infant  in  the  ruffian’s  grasp,  and  in 
a  few  seconds  lost  all  consciousness. 

When  she  again  began  to  revive  she  was  on  board  a  tram 
running  along  at  full  speed.  . 

The  only  other  occupant  of  the  car  was  a  man  who  sat  m 
the  next  seat,  and  she  recognized  him  at  once. 

It  was  the  leader  of  the  gang  of  train-- wreckers — Black 

Burton.  . 

As  she  saw  she  was  returning  to  consciousness,  he  drew 

near  to  her.  ,  „  ,.il  ,  T  , 

"You  see,  young  lady,”  he  said,  sarcastically,  that  I  have 
kept  my  word,  and  you  are  again  in  my  power.” 

Nora  closed  her  eyes,  vouchsafing  no  reply,  and  Burton 
gave  a  low,  evil  laugh. 

"Very  well.”  he  said,  "be  as  sulky  as  you  )  ke.  When  we 
r<-ach  the  bower  I  have  prepared  for  you  I  will  find  a  way  of 
rrsiking  vou  open  your  beautiful  lips.” 

For  half  an  hour  or  more  longer  they  rode  on  in  silence, 
t>p  ruffian  keeping  a  sharp  watch  on  her  every  movement, 
until  the  driver  of  the  engine  began  to  slacken  speed. 

A  few  moments  more  and  they  stopped,  when  Burton  said: 

“We  have  but  a  short  distance  to  go  to  our  destination 
now.  Will  you  walk,  or  shall  I  order  some  of  my  men  to 
carry  you?” 

"I  will  walk.”  Nora  answered. 

"Vr  ry  well,”  the  ruffian  said;  “then  we  will  get  out  of  the 

car." 


As  he  spoke  he  seized  her  hand,  and,  though  Nora  shud¬ 
dered  as  he  did  so,  she  knew  that  any  resistance  on  her  part 
would  be  of  no  avail,  and  she  permitted  him  to  assist  her 
from  the  car  to  the  ground. 

Looking  around,  she  saw  that  the  car  was  the  only  one 
attached  to  the  locomotive,  which  had  stopped  in  a  desolate 
stretch  of  country,  with  a  river,  which  they  had  just  crossed, 
on  one  side,  and  dark  woods  on  the  other. 

Thirty  or  forty  ruffianly-looking  fellows  were  gathered 
around,  and  turning  to  them.  Burton  said: 

“Half  a  dozen  of  you  remain  to  guard  the  locomotive.  The 
rest  follow  with  the  other  prisoner,  and  remain  outside  the 
cavern  until  I  summon  you.” 

As  he  finished  speaking  he  turned,  and  still  retaining  hold 
of  Nora’s  hand,  led  her  along  a  rugged  path  through  the 
woods  until  the  cavern  from  which  Red  Light  Dick  had  made 
his  escape  was  reached. 

Still  knowing  that  resistance  was  unavailing,  the  g'rl  pas¬ 
sively  submitted  to  be  led  into  the  cavern,  on  the  floor  of 
which  a  fire  was  smoldering. 

Leading  her  on  until  within  a  short  distance  of  the  fire, 
Burton  released  his  hold  of  the  girl’s  hand,  and  turning,  faced 
her. 

"Now,”  he  said,  “you  are  again  wholly  in  my  power,  and 
this  time  you  cannot  escape  as  you  did  before.  Then  I  told 
you  my  intentions  regarding  you.  They  have  not  changed 
since,  ar.d  again  I  ask  your  answer  to  my  proposal.” 

“And  I  repeat  what  I  then  told  you,  that  I  will  die  sooner 
than  promise  to  become  your  wife.” 

“I  gave  you  a  cho’ce  between  becoming  my  wife  or  sac¬ 
rificing  your  father’s  life.  If  you  still  refuse  to  mar  y  me,  I 
am  even  more  able  now  to  carry  out  that  threat.  Did  you 
hear  me  tell  my  men  to  bring  the  other  prisoner  to  the  mouth 
of  the  cavern,  and  there  await  my  orders?” 

“Yes,”  the  girl  answered,  mechanically. 

“Do  you  know  who  the  prisoner  is?” 

"No.” 

“It  is  your  father.” 

A  low  mpan  broke  from  the  girl’s  lips. 

“Aga'n  I  ask  you  the  question.  Will  you  promise  to  be¬ 
come  my  wife,  or  shall  your  father’s  life  pay  for  your  ob¬ 
stinacy?” 

“Never!”  she  said,  firmly.  "My  father  would  despise  me 
were  I  to  purchase  his  life  upon  those  terms.” 

A  horrible  oath  came  from  the  ruffian’s  lips  at  this  reply, 
and  he  drew  his  revolver. 

“Curse  you!”  he  cried.  “You  shall  both  die!” 

In  his  fury  of  d;sappointment  there  is  no  doubt  he  would 
have  carried  his  threat  into  execution,  but  before  he  could 
press  the  trigger,  the  mingled  reports  of  two  revolvers  rang 
through  the  cavern. 

With  a  erv  of  pain,  the  miscreant  fell  heavily  to  the  floor, 
and  as  he  did  so  the  sound  of  firearms  could  be  heard  outside 
the  cavern. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

CONCLUSION. 

It  was  just  at  the  moment  that  Red  Light  Dick  and  his 
companion  entered  the  cavern  that  Burton  uttered  his  threat 
and  drew  his  revolver. 

In  an  instant  each  of  the  newcomers  raised  his  weapon 
and  fired. 

The  reports  rang  out  simultaneously,  and,  with  a  cry  of 
pain,  Burton  reeled  and  fell  heavily  to  the  ground. 

Almost  at  the  same  moment  the  sound  of  firearms  could  be 
heard  outside  the  entrance  to  the  cavern. 

"The  sound  of  our  revolvers  has  alarmed  them,”  Dick  said, 
hurriedly.  “We' must  try  and  pick  them  off,  one  by  one,  as 
they  attempt  to  enter.” 

“Yes,”  Simpson  answered;  “but  we  must  first  make  spre 
of  that  ruffian  yonder.” 

He  sprang  toward  the  spot  where  Burton  had  fallen  as  he 
spoke,  and  Dick,  following,  saw  the  scoundrel  was  uncon¬ 
scious.  while  the  blood  flowed  from  his  forehead. 

Snatching  the  revolver  from  his  belt,  as,  also,  picking  up 
the  one  that  had  fallen  from  his  hand  to  the  floor,  Simpson 
turned  to  Nora. 

“He  will  soon  recover  his  senses,”  he  said.  “Take  his  belt 
and  tie  his  hands  and  feet,  for,  if  we  would  repel  these  ruf¬ 
fians,  we  have  not  a  moment  to  spare.” 
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Even  as  he  uttered  the  words  their  truth  was  proved  by 
the  entrance  of  two  of  the  men. 

Instantly  the  weapons  of  both  Diclc  and  his  companion 
again  spoke,  and  the  ruffians  fell  to  the  ground. 

Others  still  continued  to  attempt  to  enter,  however,  and  for 
several  minutes  the  two  defenders  of  the  cavern  kept  up  a 
nearly  continuous  fire  unt:l  the  entrance  was  almost  blocked 
up  with  dead  bodies. 

Comparatively  few  answering  shots  came  from  the  out¬ 
laws,  and  still,  from  the  din  of  the  firearms  outside,  a  pitched 
battle  seemed  to  be  going  on. 

“There  must  be  friends  outside,”  Dick  said,  and  the  truth 
of  this  surmise  was  soon  proved. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  sound  of  the  firearms  ceased  alto¬ 
gether,  and  a  voice  outside  said: 

“Do  not  fire,  for  we  are  friends,  and  have  routed  the  train- 
wreckers.” 

Dick  at  once  recognized  the  voice  as  that  of  Mr.  Whitman, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  more  his  daughter  was  in  h's  arms. 

Burton’s  story  that  he  had  also  been  made  a  prisoner  was 
false.  The  abductors  of  the  girl  had  been  discovered,  and  the 
alarm  given,  and  after  about  half  an  hour  or  so  of  unavoid¬ 
able  delay  another  train  with  a  company  of  volunteers,  nearly 
fifty  in  number,  had  started  in  pursuit. 

Before  they  reached  the  spot  where  the  stolen  locomot've 
had  been  stopped,  one  of  the  party  of  patrols  had  surprised 
the  guard  left  behind  in  chai'ge  of  it.  and  the  whole  party 
had  been  able  to  reach  the  outlaws  collected  at  the  mouth  of 
the  cavern  unawares. 

All  of  them  who  had  not  been  killed  were  taken  prisoners, 
and  in  less  than  an  hour  the  train  was  returning  toward 
Mainopolis. 

51  r.  Whitman’s  surprise  at  finding  Dick  still  alive  was 
equalled  only  by  that  of  his  daughter;  but  it  is  doubtful  if 
his  delight,  though  genuine,  quite  equaled  hers. 

Black  Burton’s  wound  had  not  been  mortal,  the  bullet  hav¬ 
ing  only  grazed  his  skull,  and  in  less  than  an  hour  he  had 
recovered  consciousness. 

As  soon  as  Mainopolis  was  l'eached  the  police  were  at  once 
notified  of  the  capture  of  the  villains,  and,  at  Simpson’s  sug¬ 
gestion,  a  messenger  was  sent  to  the  hotel,  requesting  Mrs. 
Beckham’s  presence. 

She  responded  to  the  summons  at  once,  and  accompanied 
by  her  husband,  was  shown  into  the  pi'esident’s  private  office. 

Burton,  guarded  by  a  couple  of  officers,  as  also  Dick  and 
Simpson,  the  latter  disguised  in  a  wig  and  false  beard,  were 
awaiting  her  arrival,  while  the  chief  of  police  was  seated  near 
Mr.  Whitman. 

As  the  woman  entered  she  looked  surprised,  and  then  her 
glance  falling  upon  Burton,  she  uttered  a  hysterical  cry. 

“Do  you  recogn’ze  this  man?”  the  chief  of  police  asked, 
pointing  to  Burton. 

"No,”  the  woman  answered,  with  a  visible  effort. 

“Is  he  not  your  brother?” 

“No.” 

“What  have  you  to  say  to  this?”  the  chief  asked,  address¬ 
ing  Simpson. 

“That  she  is  speaking  falsely.  He  is  her  brother,  and  one 
worthy  of  her.  Together  they  poisoned  their  father’s  mind 
aga'nst  their  stepsister  until  her  home  became  unbearable  to 
her,  and  she  fled  and  married  the  man  she  loved.  Her  father 
would  have  forgiven  her  had  it  not  been  for  their  machina¬ 
tions,  and  when  at  last  he  found  out  their  utter  worthless¬ 
ness  he  disowned  them.  Years  passed,  however,  and  no  trace 
of  his  other  daughter  could  be  found.  He,  however,  drew 
out  his  will  in  her  favor,  and  in  the  event  of  her  death,  the 
property  should  be  held  in  trust  until  proofs  of  her  son’s 
death  should  be  forthcoming.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  did  it 
revert,  first  to  his  own  son  by  his  first  marriage,  and  then, 
on  his  death,  to  his  sister.  It  was  for  this  cause  they  both 
tried  by  all  means  in  their  power  to  accomplish  the  death  of 
the  youth  known  as  Red  Light  Dick,  whose  real  name  is 
Chamberlain,  and  the  rightful  heir.” 

“It  is  false.”  the  woman  stammered,  with  white  lips. 

“It  is  the  truth,”  Simpson  went  on.  “The  crimes  of  her 
brother  under  the  name  of  Black  Burton  are  well  known; 
and  I  now  accuse  her  of  attempted  murder  and  bigamy.” 

“You  must  be  mad,”  the  woman  said. 

For  answer  Simpson  removed  the  wig  and  false  beaixl. 

“I  am  your  husband,  who,  with  your  accomplices,  you 
thought  you  had  murdered,”  he  said.  “I  was  not  killed  that 
night  when  I  was  struck  a  treacherous  blow  and  thrown  over 
the  side  of  the  steamer,  but  was  picked  up  by  a  passing  ves¬ 
sel,  and  since  then  I  have  been  upon  your  track.  I  had  not 


the  proof  necessary  to  bring  you  to  the  gallows,  but  when  you 
committed  bigamy  I  had  you  in  my  power,  as  also  the  man 
who  married  you.  He  is  wanted  for  forgery,  and - ” 

His  further  words  were  cut  short  by  the  report  of  a  re-  * 
volver.  It  was  the  woman  who  had  fired  it,  and  as  she  did  so 
she  sprang  toward  the  door. 

At  the  same  moment  Burton  also  turned,  and  striking  one 
of  the  officers  a  blow  with  his  manacled  hands,  felled  him  to  « 
the  ground. 

Leaping  to  his  feet,  the  chief  of  police  drew  his  revolver. 

“Halt!”  he  commanded,  “or  I  will  fire!” 

Burton,  however,  paid  no  heed  to  the  order,  and  the  next 
moment  the  report  of  the  revolver  rang  through  the  apart¬ 
ment,  and  the  miscreant  dropped  to  the  gi-ound,  a  bullet 
through  his  brain. 

His  hardly  less  guilty  sister  was  instantly  again  secured, 
and  with  the  lawyer  conducted  to  jail.  The  same  night,  by 
means  of  some  poison  she  had  succeeded  in  concealing  about 
her  person,  she  committed  suicide. 

The  survivors  of  the  train-wreckers  were  tried,  and  re¬ 
ceived  sentences  suitable  to  their  offenses. 

At  the  same  term  of  the  court  Peckham  was  sent  to  the 
penitentiary  for  ten  years  for  a  forgery  committed  several 
years  before. 

Dick’s  right  to  his  grandfather’s  property  was  easily 
proved,  and  part  of  his  fortune  which  he  invested  in  the  stock 
of  the  company  restored  its  financial  standing,  which  had  been 
seriously  damaged  by  the  outrages  of  the  train-wreckers. 

In  a  year  or  two  it  proved  to  be  the  best  investment  he 
could  have  made,  and  to-day  among  the  wealthiest  men  in 
the  State  are  Mr.  Whitman  and  his  son-in-law. 

For  Nora  has  long  since  become  his  wife,  and  the  presence 
of  two  beautiful  children  in  their  elegant  home  enhance  their 
happiness.  Mr.  Whitman  has  retired  from  active  manage¬ 
ment  of  the  company,  but  it  suffers  nothing  on  that  account, 
for  in  his  new  position  of  president,  our  hero  is  as  great  a 
success  as  when  he  was  known  only  by  the  title  of  Red  Light 
Dick,  the  engineer  prince. 


Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “LEADVILLE  JACK,  THE 
GAMECOCK  OF  THE  WEST.” 


A  TEXAS  TRAGEDY 

“Remember  the  Alamo!”  was  a  patriotic  cry  of  the  < 
Texans  before  that  section  of  the  country  was  ad¬ 
mitted  as  a  State.  The  Alamo  was  a  fort  in  Bexar 
County,  near  San  Antonio,  celebrated  in  the  Texan  « 
war  of  independence.  It  was  invested  February  23, 
1836,  by  a  force  of  Mexicans,  4,000  strong,  under 
command  of  Santa  Anna,  and  was  bombarded  for 
twenty-four  hours,  yet  not  a  man  of  the  garrison, 
consisting  of  140  Texans,  under  Colonel  William  B. 
Travis,  was  wounded,  while  the  latter  were  enabled 
to  pick  off  man  after  man  of  the  enemy.  Several 
assaults  were  afterward  made  by  the  Mexicans,  but 
they  were  repulsed  in  every  instance  with  loss.  The 
garrison  meantime  became  weakened  from  want  of 
provisions,  combined  with  constant  watching,  and 
in  a  general  assault  by  the  Mexicans  on  March  6,  the 
Texans,  too  weak  to  load  in  the  hand-to-hand  fight, 
clubbed  their  rifles  and  fought  with  desperation  un¬ 
til  but  six  remained  alive.  These,  including  Colonel 
Davy  Crockett  and  Colonel  Bowie,  surrendered  un¬ 
der  promise  of  protection,  and  on  being  taken  be¬ 
fore  Santa  Anna,  were,  by  his  orders,  brutally  mur¬ 
dered — literally  cut  to  pieces.  But  three  persons,  a 
woman,  child,  and  servant,  escaped.  The  bodies  of 
the  Texans,  after  being  horribly  mutilated,  were 
piled  in  the  center  of  the  fort  and  burned. 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


FROM  ALL  POINTS 


ALBERTA’S  COAL  FIELDS 

Drumheller  district  makes  the  modest  claim  that 
its  coal  deposits  aggregate  50,000,000,000  tons.  This 
is  an  incomprehensible  amount,  but  one  can  under¬ 
stand  the  statement  that  it  is  sufficient  to  last  the 
w  o  d  for  longer  than  any  of  its  present  inhabitants 
will  live. 

Drumheller  is  only  one  of  the  coal  districts  in 
Alberta.  The  Crow’s  Nest  Pass,  the  Kicking-Horse 
Pass,  the  Three  Hills  Valley,  the  Red  Deer  and  Ed¬ 
monton  fields  and  the  Harry  Ford  and  P.  Burns 
fields  in  the  Highwood  River  and  Sheep  Creek  val¬ 
leys,  respectively,  add  billions  more  tons  to  the  total. 

In  many  places  in  Alberta  all  the  farmer  has  to 
do  is  to  scrape  away  the  soil  for  a  few  feet  and  he 
finds  coal.  It  is  understood  that  the  Canadian  Pa¬ 
cific  Railroad  will  run  a  line  into  Drumheller  this 
year.  It  already  has  lines  through  practically  all  the 
other  coal  fields  of  the  province. 


EATING  TURTLES 

A  single  turtle  of  the  Amazon  is  a  heavy  load  for 
strong  man;  but  though  much  larger  than  the 


a 

Caribbean  species,  it  is  coarser  in  flesh.  At  Ega 
every  house  has  its  turtle  pond,  which  is  stocked 
for  the  winter  when  the  Amazon  runs  low.  There 
are  several  excellent  methods  of  preparing  turtle 
for  the  table.  The  Brazilians  cut  steaks  from  the 
breast  and  roast  them;  the  lean  parts  are  also 
roasted ;  sausages  are  made  of  the  somach,  and  the 
entrails  are  used  in  preparing  stock  for  soup.  The 
usual  vray  is  just  the  simple  one  of  boiling  the  turtle  tion. 
in  its  own  shell.  Newly  hatched  turtle,  with  the  re¬ 
mains  of  the  yoke  still  inside  it,  is  particularly  dain¬ 
ty  and  nourishing,  we  are  told. 

On  the  continent  the  tortoise  takes  the  place  of 

the  turtle,  where  the  reptiles  are  fat-  _ 

tened  on  bread  and  lettuce  leaves, 
that  is  to  say,  in  normal  times.  The 
mud  tortoise  is  preferred  in  Prov¬ 
ence  and  Languedoc,  where,  as  in 
Italy  and  Greece,  its  blood  is  drunk, 
and  the  eggs  and  flesh  are  cooked  to 
satisfy  the  Lenten  hunger  of  the 
devout,  the  tortoise  being  considered 
by  the  clergy  as  a  fish. 


There  are  tvTo  factors  which  have  tended  to  dis¬ 
courage  the  meerschaum  pipe  industry.  If  one  lets 
fall  a  meerschaum  pipe  it  is  likely  to  break  into 
many  pieces  and  there  is  often  difficulty  in  coloring 
the  pipe  properly. 

Many  sorts  of  new  woods  and  other  materials 
deemed  suitable  for  the  making  of  pipes  are  con¬ 
stantly  appearing  and  disappearing  with  the  chang¬ 
ing  fashions.  Corncob  and  clay  pipes  still  hold  their 
own.  The  corncob  is  the  characteristic  American 
pipe.  Whole  acres  in  Ohio,  Illinois,  Missouri  and 
Nebraska  are  devoted  to  raising  corn  for  the  special 
purpose  of  producing  cobs  suitable  for  pipe  bowls. 
The  grain  itself  is  marketed,  of  course,  but  the  cob 
on  which  it  grows  is  the  real  harvest.  This  is  cut 
carefully  into  proper  lengths,  smoothed  and  pol¬ 
ished,  the  soft  inner  pulp  being  gouged  out  by 
specially  constructed  machinery.  The  corncob  pipe 
is  exported  to  every  country  in  the  world  where  men 
smoke.  It  is  especially  in  favor  in  Australia  and 
New  Zealand,  wrhere  it  is  regarded  as  characteris¬ 
tically  American. 

The  clay  pipe  also  has  become  a  noted  national 
product  of  our  country.  The  largest  clay  pipe  fac¬ 
tory  in  the  world  is  situated  in  Appomattox  county, 
Va.  More  than  fifty  years  a*go  it  was  known  that 
the  clay  found  in  that  vicinity  was  particularly 
adapted  to  the  manufacture  of  tobacco  pipes.  The 
first  that  were  sent  North  found  a  ready  sale,  and 
then  a  Northern  capitalist,  who  was  a  confirmed 
pipe  smoker,  discovered  that  the  clay  pipes  from 
Virginia  were  better  than  those  from  any  other  sec- 


He  traced  a  shipment  and  found  that  it  preceded 
them  from  the  clay  beds  of  Appomattox  county.  He 
purchased  these  deposits  and  put  up  a  big  factory, 
which  has  been  increasing  in  size  ever  since. 


CORN  GROWN  FOR  COB  PIPES 
ALONE. 

Brier  pipes  are  of  all  prices,  from 
the  cheapest  imitation  to  the  gilt 
and  gold  affairs.  Experts  aver  that 
the  best  briers  are  imported  from 

London  and  Dublin. 


SCENARIOS 

How  to  Write  Them 


60  LESSONS  Price  35  Cents  Per  Copy  60  LESSONS 

This  handsome  publication  contains  64  pages  of  reading  matter.  It  was 
written  by  one  of  the  most  expert  scenario  writers  in  the  world.  Every 
known  angle  of  scenario  writing  is  explained.  There  is  no  necessity  for 
you  to  apply  to  so-called  correspondence  schools,  or  to  take  private 
tuition  in  the  art  of  scenario  construction,  if  you  have  a  copy  of  this  book. 
It  teaches  everything  necessary  to  write  salable  scenarios.  * 

If  you  have  an  imaginative  mind  to  invent  plots,  you  can  learn  the  entire 
technique  of  photoplay  construction  from  this  book  at  the  low  price  of 
35  cents. 

For  Sale  by  All  News-dealers  and  Booksellers 
If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  the  price,  35  cents,  in  money  »r 
postage  stamps,  and  we  will  mail  you  one,  postage  free.  Address: 

L.  SENARENS,  No.  219  Seventh  Avenue,  New  York,  N.  Y. 
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INVENTS  DEVICE  TO  CATCH  AUTO  THIEVES 

Motor  car  thieves  were  invited  to  attend  a  recent 
demonstration  in  London  of  a  device  invented  by  a 
British  naval  engineer  to  check  the  thieves’  activity. 
So  far  as  known,  none  accepted  the  invitation. 

The  invention  consists  of  a  box  containing  a 
gong,  which  is  adjusted  by  means  of  a  key.  There¬ 
after  the  slightest  movement  of  the  car  will  set  the 
gong  going  and  it  will  continue  its  clamor  until  the 
car  stops. 

London’s  police  have  been  notified  of  the  inven¬ 
tion  and  in  future  they  will  detain  the  driver  of 
any  car  whose  bell  is  ringing. 


HOBO  AUTHORITY 

D.  C.  Dewey,  La  Crosse  Rescue  Mission,  is  an 
authority  on  the  hobo.  But  Mr.  Dewey  ran  against 
a  new  kind  of  ’bo  when  two  women,  traveling  about 
the  country  with  a  bulldog,  poll  parrot  and  two 
cages  of  canary  birds — to  say  nothing  of  three  chil¬ 
dren — dropped  into  the  mission. 

The  outfit  came  from  Sparta,  where  the  husband 
of  one  of  the  women  was  held  on  a  charge  Of  horse¬ 
stealing.  They  insisted  that  the  community  and 
world  ow’ed  them  a  living,  that  they  could  not  and 
would  not  work,  and  that  they  were  bound  for 
Minneapolis. 

Dewey  “passed  the  buck”  after  struggling  with 
the  problem  for  a  day  by  buying  the  women  and 
children  tickets  for  Minneapolis. 


2,000  HORSES  TO  BE  KILLED 
Now  that  Congress  has  authorized  the  inspection 
of  horsemeat  and  appropriated  $100,000  to  carry  on 
the  work,  it  is  expected  that  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  semi-wild  horses  in  the  far  Western  States  will 
be  slaughtered  for  food.  It  has  been  estimated  by 
State  officials  in  Montana  that  the  number  of  such 
horses,  nearly  all  of  them  worthless  for  any  other 
purpose,  runs  into  the  millions.  Most  of  the  meat 
will,  it  is  believed,  be  sent  to  Europe,  where  there 
is  no  prejudice  against  it  in  some  of  the  larger 
‘cities.  Two  thousand  head  were  sold  for  slaughter 
at  Billings,  Mont.,  a  few  days  ago. 

Quite  a  large  number  of  horses  are  now  slaugh¬ 
tered  in  New  Y  ork  and  vicinity,  but  they  are  chiefly 
old,  thin,  worn-cut  skinners,  hardly  fit  for  food, 
though  used  as  food  to  a  considerable  extent  in  the 
poorer  quarters  of  the  city. 

Dealers  who  sell  to  the  butchers  are  at  nearly 
every  horse  auction  held  in  New  York.  They  at¬ 
tend  not  only  the  sales  of  second-hand  work  hsrses 
of  the  cheaper  grades,  but  those  where  thorough- | 
bred  race  horses,  trotters,  hackneys,  saddle  horses 
and  ether  high  priced  ones  go  under  the  hammer. 


If  a  hopelessly  lame  one,  or  one  that  for  any  other 
reason  nobody  wants  to  buy,  is  put  up  without  re¬ 
serve  it  is  very  likely  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  these 
dealers,  who  will  pay  as  high  as  $50  for  a  juicy 
looking,  big,  fat  horse,  not  too  long  of  the  tooth. 
More  than  one  well-bred  yearling  runner  and  trot¬ 
ter  that  had  to  be  passed  out  without  a  bid,  or  sold 
for  a  few  dollars  because  nobody  thought  it  worth 
while  to  train,  has  gone  across  the  Williamsburg 
Bridge  to  the  abattoirs  in  East  New  York  after  the 
sales  wrere  over. 


VOODOO  WORSHIPPERS  RESUME  SACRI¬ 
FICES 

With  the  recent  sudden  outbreak  of.  cannibalistic 
practices  by  Voodoo  worshippers  in  Cuba,  which 
have  resulted  in  the  death  of  at  least  three  innocent 
children  and  a  half  dozen  of  the  Voodoos,  the  latter 
by  lynch  law  for  the  first  time  in  the  country’s 
history,  fathers  and  mothers  are  living  in  constant 
fear  that  their  little  ones  may  be  spirited  away  by 
the  superstitious  negroes  to  be  offered  up  in  sacri¬ 
fice  to  Chango,  the  god  of  the  Brujoe,  as  they  are 
called  in  the  Castillian  language. 

The  Voodoos  are  divided  into  various  sects,  each 
with  its  separate  god.  The  latter  include  Babagu- 
eye,  god  of  sickness:  Elecua,  god  of  injury;  Olorrun, 
god  of  misery,  and  Chango,  the  terrible  god,  to 
whom  human  sacrifices  are  made. 

Chango,  according  to  the  Voodoo  belief,  was  the 
son  of  Olorrun  and  Anaragua.  He  was  slain  by 
Elecua,  the  god  of  injury,  and  ascended  into  heaven 
from  a  Ceiba,  or  god  tree,  in  the  month  of  May, 
therefore,  that  the  Brujos  observe  their  holy  week' 
when  Chango  is  expected  to  make  a  week’s  visit 
to  the  earth,  descending  by  the  Ceiba,  his  sacred 
tree,  always  on  Monday. 

Voodoo  worshipers  and  their  healers  sacrifice  the 
lives  of  some  patients  by  giving  them  poisonous  con¬ 
coctions,  supposedly  a  mysterious  cure  for  some  ail¬ 
ment,  in  order  to  restore  to  health  some  other  pa¬ 
tient.  Elecua,  being  the  god  of  injury,  his  followers 
believe  that  good  can  come  to  one  person  only 
through  injury  to  another. 

"V  oodooism  is  not  practised  by  the  negroes  alone. 
Many  white  persons  also  are  said  secretly  to  take 
part  in  their  religious  meetings,  and  accusations 
have  been  heard  in  various  quarters  of  the  difficul¬ 
ties  encountered  by  officers  seeking  to  break  up 
their  temples  because  of  the  obstacles  placed  in  their 
way  by  persons  of  influence. 

An  active  campaign  by  the  authorities  in  Havana 
and  other  parts  of  the  island  have  resulted  in  the 
capture  of  numerous  Brujos  and  the  seizure  of  mam- 
curious  and  weird  objects  used  by  them. 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


LIQUOR  SMUGGLING 

Althouga  many  arrests  have  been  made  by  cus¬ 
toms  officials,  liquor  smuggling  has  become  so  gen¬ 
eral  on  the  border  that  United  States  Government 
officials  have  announced  an  investigation  will  be 
made  to  ascertain  whether  any  American  officers 
have  been  implicated  in  the  bringing  of  intoxicants 
from  Mexico. 

Recently  two  Mexicans  were  shot  and  killed  while 
bringing  to  the  heart  of  the  residential  district  two 
barrels  of  whiskey. 

Americans  and  Mexicans  who  formerly  smuggled 
ammunition  and  opium  are  reported  to  have  turned 
their  attention  to  the  contraband  liquor  traffic. 
Quantities  of  whiskey,  exported  to  Mexico  when 
Prohibition  became  effective,  are  brought  back  into 
El  Paso,  it  is  said,  and  sold  as  high  as  $15  a  quart. 


GIRL  CONFESSES  SHE  PLAYED 
BANDIT  ROLE 

Police  detectives  were  amazed  the  other  day  at  the 
confession  of  a  woman  who  said  she  perpetrated  a 
score  of  nighttime  highway  robberies  recently  in 
Akron,  0. 

Betty  Reese,  22,  smiled  as  she  told  of  her  criminal 
exploits. 

Miss  Reese  went  armed  and  impersonated  a  man 
.  when  she  set  forth  on  her  nocturnal  robberies  of 
pedestrians.  One  night  she  shot  a  man  because  he 
failed  to  stop  when  she  commanded:  “Hands  up!” 
Henry  F.  Thomas,  472  Warner  street,  a  barber,  was 
her  victim. 

Traversing  the  streets  alone  for  the  most  part  but 
at  times  with  her  suitor,  Robert  Ford,  who  is  also 
held  by  the  police,  the  girl  picked  her  victims.  Once 
she  had  found  her  prey  she  trailed  them  with  a 
perseverance  worthy  of  Dick  Turpin. 

The  rubber  soled  “sneakers”  of  bandit  Betty  were 
noiseless  as  she  stole  upon  her  quarry.  “Hands  up 
and  quick!”  she  would  shout  as  she  shoved  her  “gat” 
against  them.  “Don’t  be  slow  on  coming  clean!” 

Or  else  as  her  mind  deemed  best  she  would  leap  at 
some  prosperous  looking  citizen  from  the  shadows. 
Betty  never  lost  her  nerve.  "Of  course  I  would  have 
shot  if  they  had  tried  to  fight  back,”  she  calmly  told 
the  detectives. 


COAL  TRIMMERS  EARN  $100  A  WEEK 

IN  WALES 

The  vacation  season  is  furishing  ample  evidence 
that  South  Wales,  once  noted  because  of  the  low 
wages  of  its  people,  is  enjoying  a  prosperity  which 
admits  of  luxuries  for  miners  and  their  families 

hitherto  unknown. 


Colliers,  who  easily  make  $40  a  week  even  at  their 
seven-hour  day,  and  steel  workers,  who  make  $90, 
are  much  in  evidence,  their  particular  sport  being 
flying.  Some  of  them  have  been  up  in  the  pleasure 
Hying  machines  half  a  dozen  times,  and  every  time 
it  costs  them  $5.  Many  of  them  have  their  own 
motorcycles,  and  some  have  automobiles,  an  un¬ 
heard-of-extravagance  even  in  the  munition  manu¬ 
facturing  days. 

But  the  aristocrat  of  all  workmen  about  Swansea 
is  the  coal  trimmer  who  works  on  the  docks.  Five 
of  them  work  together  and  experience  no  difficulty 
whatever  in  clearing  up  $100  a  week  each.  They 
have  so  much  work  to  do  that  the  best  of  them  fre¬ 
quently  have  to  sublet  their  turns  to  lesser  paid  men, 
and  thus  they  earn  more  while  they  sleep. 

General  cargo  workers  loading  and  unloading 
ships  easily  earn  from  $40  to  $50  a  week,  while  fore¬ 
men,  who  have  a  share  in  the  earnings  of  the  gangs 
under  them,  frequently  count  $150  for  a  week’s 
labor. 

Constrasted  with  the  wages  paid  before  the  war, 
the  figures  given  are  almost  unbelievable,  for  South 
Wales  was  known  as  one  of  the  poorest  paid  districts 
even  in  Great  Britain. 


\ 

ROB  TRAIN  OF  $75,000 

Five  masked  men  bound  and  gagged  the  mail 
clerks  on  the  Ocean  Limited  Express  of  the  Cana¬ 
dian  National  Railway  near  Harlaka  early  the  other 
day  and  robbed  the  mail  car  of  $75,000  in  silver. 
The  money  was  being  shipped  from  Montreal '  to 
Halifax.  The  stolen  money  was  soldiers’  pay  sent 
to  Halifax  for  soldiers  who  are  to  land  there  this 
week. 

'  Shortly  after  midnight,  when  the  train  left  Har¬ 
laka,  the  five  masked  bandits  smashed  in  the  back 
door  of  the  mail  car  and  at  the  point  of  revolvers 
ordered  the  mail  clerks  to  throw  up  their  hands. 
The  five  clerks,  surprised  by  the  attack,  submitted 
to  the  demand  and  were  gagged  and  bound. 

The  bandits  then  picked  up  the  bags  containing 
the  currency,  jumped  from  the  moving  train  as  it 
slowed  down  in  approaching  St.  Thomas,  and  dis¬ 
appeared  in  the  darkness.  Although  the  train, 
stopped  at  St.  Thomas,  the  robbery  was  not  discov¬ 
ered  until  it  reached  Capignace,  the  next  stop, 
where  the  conductor,  becoming  suspicious  at  the  si¬ 
lence  in  the  mail  car,  investigated  and  found  the 
clerks  securely  tied. 

Posses  were  organized  to  search  the  surrounding 
country.  It  is  believed  the  bandits  had  an  auto¬ 
mobile  hidden  near  where  they  dropped  from  the 
train  and  that  they  will  attempt  to  cross  the  Amer¬ 
ican  border  into  Maine. 
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The  Midnight  Shadow 

- OR - 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  SEVEN  STEPS 


By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  I  (Continued). 

Henry  Grady  would  come  at  nine  o’clock  and 
open  the  safes,  of  which  he  alone  had  the  combin¬ 
ation. 

Usually  he  came  again  at  five  or  thereabouts,  and 
closed  them,  but  sometimes  Oliver  did  this. 

Occasionally  the  old  man  would  have  appoint¬ 
ments  at  the  office,  but  usually  he  was  on  the  street 
all  day  long,  and  poor  Oliver  lived  in  constant 
terror  of  being  shot,  of  having  pepper  thrown  in  his 
eyes,  or  being  knocked  out  with  brass  knuckles  by 
some  jewelry  thief. 

He  always  kept  a  revolver  within  reach,  and  twice 
the  prompt  exhibition  of  it  had  saved  him  from  be¬ 
ing  laid  out. 

So  nervous  was  he  that  the  boy  would  have 
thrown  up  his  job  but  for  his  personal  regard  for 
Henry  Grady,  and  the  fact  that  the  old  man  paid 
him  the  liberal  salary  of  $25  per  week. 

On  a  certain  warm  afternoon  a  few  summers  ago, 
while  Oliver  was  engaged  in  removing  fake  dia¬ 
monds  from  an  old  cluster  brooch,  the  door  of  the 
office  opened,  and  a  person  entered  of  whom  our  boy 
salesman  was  not  afraid. 

She  was  a  young  and  decidedly  pretty  girl.  She 
looked  what  she  was,  a  stenographer  going  out  to 
lunch — it  was  just  one  o’clock. 

She  also  happened  to  be  Oliver  Newman’s  “best 
girl.” 

Her  name  was  Fanny  Filmore,  and  they  were 
“engaged.” 

Oliver  got  up  and  came  to  the  counter. 

“Nothing  doing,  Fanny,”  he  said.  “I  can’t  go  to 
lunch  with  you.  The  boss  hain’t  been  here  since 
morning.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  care  so  much,”  replied  Fanny.  “1 
didn’t  suppose  you  could  go,  although  I  think  it’s  a 
horrid  shame  that  you  have  to  bring  your  lunch  in 
a  paper  every  day.  Mr.  Grady  might  at  least  en¬ 
gage  a  boy  to  relieve  you,  but  I  suppose  he  is  too 
close  for  that.” 

“There  you  wrong  him.  As  I  have  often  told  you, 
the  boss  is  exceedingly  liberal.  We  have  tried  a 
dozen  boys.  They  have  all  robbed  us.  It  is  a  terri¬ 
ble  temptation.” 

“But  there  must  be  honest  boys  to  be  had,  Ollie.” 

“Of  course.  But  we  have  had  such  bad  luck  that 
I  don’t  blame  the  boss  a  bit  for  not  trying  it  again. 
Anyway,  a  boy  is  a  nuisance  here.  There  is  nothing 
for  him  to  do  all  day  long,  and  idleness  breeds  bad 
ways.” 


“Oh,  well,”  replied  Fanny,  “it’s  none  of  my  busi¬ 
ness,  anyway.  I  only  came  to  see  if  you  were  going 
to  be  on  hand  to-night.” 

“In  the  wilds  of  the  Bronx  to  take  you  to  Susie 
Wiggins’  party.” 

“Yes.” 

“Why,  sure.  How  do  your  folks  like  their  new 
flat?” 

“They  like  it.  I  don’t  yet.  If  it  was  not  for  Susie 
I  should  feel  lost.  What  time  will  you  be  there?” 

“I  can’t  get  there  before  eight  o’clock,  Fanny.  It’s 
a  long  way  from  Brooklyn,  and  I  must  go  home  on 
my  mother’s  account.” 

“Well,  don’t  let  it  be  a  minute  later,”  said  Fanny. 
“It  will  be  the  first  time  you  have  called  on  me  there. 
You  have  got  to  get  used  to  the  long  journey,  you 
know.” 

Oliver  did  not  know,  and  he  dreaded  it. 

Until  within  a  few  days  the  Filmores  had  lived  in 
Brooklyn  near  his  own  home. 

He  was  in  despair  when  he  learned  that  Mr.  Fil¬ 
more  had  purchased  a  large  apartment  house  on 
Rathbun  street,  almost  at  the  end  of  the  subway, 
and  proposed  to  live  in  it  himself. 

Further  talk  followed — lover’s  talk — private. 

Fanny  went  to  lunch. 

Five  o’clock  came. 

This  was  one  of  the  days  when  Henry  Grady  did 
not  turn  up  at  five  o’clock. 

Oliver  waited  until  half-past,  and  the  boss  not  ap¬ 
pearing,  he  closed  up  and  went  home. 

That  night  he  went  to  the  Bronx  and  took  his  girl 
to  Susie  Wiggins’  party. 

The  walk  was  a  long  one  through  newly  opened 
streets,  which  ran  between  great  ledges  of  rock. 

Rathbun  street  itself  proved  to  be  quite  a  walk 
from  the  station  on  the  subway. 

Poor  Oliver,  who  knew  that  he  was  expected  to 
call  on  his  girl  at  least  twice  a  week,  was  in  still 
deeper  despair. 

The  party  kept  up  until  after  midnight. 

It  was  after  one  when  Oliver  left  Fanny  at  her 
door. 

The  night  was  dark,  and  it  was  beginning  to  rain. 

“Don’t  lose  your  way,”  said  Fanny,  as  her  lover 
kissed  her  good-night. 

“Let  me  see,”  replied  Oliver.  “Upon  my  word,  I 
forget.  When  you  get  to  the  next  corner,  do  you 
turn  to  the  right  or  the  left?” 

“To  the  left,”  said  Fanny. 

She  answered  without  thinking. 

Some  women  find  it  exceedingly  difficult  to  re¬ 
member  which  is  right,  and  which  is  left. 

Fanny  Filmore  was  one  of  these. 

She  had  directed  her  lover  wrong. 

Oliver  turned  to  the  left. 

The  result  was  that  instead  of  going  towards  the 
elevated  he  was  now  walking  further  into  the  wilds 
of  the  Bronx. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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THE  SMARTEST  BOY  IN  NEW  YORK 


By  J.  P.  RICHARDS 


(A  serial  story) 

CHAPTER  XXIV  (Continued). 

It  was  no  great  distance,  but  just  the  same  Joe 
broke  his  leg,  and  striking  heavily  on  the  back  of 
his  head,  was  found  unconscious  by  those  who  came 
hurrying  to  his  aid. 

And  so  bad  luck  had  blown  Lucky  Joe  Brown’s 
way  at  last,  you  say? 

Had  it? 

Wait  and  see! 

When  Joe  came  to  his  senses  he  was  lying  in  bed 
in  the  Flower  Hospital. 

Fanny  Blakeslee  was  safe,  he  was  told,  so  he  made 
up  his  mind  not  to  care  about  the  broken  leg. 

Later  when  he  awoke  out  of  a  sound  sleep  Joe 
found  that  he  had  visitors. 

There  was  Fanny  herself  sitting  beside  the  bed. 
Senator  Blakeslee  stood  there,  too,  and  there  also 
was  a  lady  of  about  the  senator’s  age,  a  beautiful 
woman,  in  spite  of  her  years,  to  whom  Joe’s  heart 
went  out  to  at  once. 

“There  he  is,  Jennie,”  said  the  senator.  “That’s 
your  boy.  Joe,”  he  added,  “ I  have  brought  your 
mother!” 

And  the  lady  bent  down  and  kissed  him,  while 
Fanny  shed  tears. 

And  what  about  it  all? 

Why,  only  this :  Senator  Blakeslee  had  been  work¬ 
ing  on  Joe’s  case  all  winter,  and  only  the  day  before 
had  obtained  positive  proof  that  he  was  the  son  of 
his  old  friend,  Mrs.  Rawlins,  widow  of  the  rich  Phil¬ 
adelphia  banker,  Daniel  Rawlins,  whose  only  child 
had  been  stolen  by  tramps  when  only  three  years  old. 

And  Joe  was  that  child. 

The  senator  held  the  proofs. 

And  thus  Joe  found  himself,  so  to  speak,  which 
was  the  greatest  streak  of  luck  of  all,  for  his  mother 
came  with  the  finding,  and  Joe’s  luck  had  led  him 
into  another  life. 

The  hotel  St.  Martin  was  only  partially  destroyed, 
and  no  lives  were  lost  except  the  engineer. 

But  Joe  never  went  back  there. 

He  succeeded  to  his  father’s  business,  which  Mrs. 
Rawlins  had  continued  under  a  manager  for  a  num¬ 
ber  of  years. 

In  his  youth  Senator  Blakeslee  came  very  near 
^  marrying  Joe’s  mother,  then  a  Miss  Tyson,  but  dif¬ 
ferences  arising  they  parted,  and  both  married. 

But  young  love  is  strong  love,  and  this  meeting, 
which  came  about  through  Joe,  revived  it  in  this 
case. 

On  the  day  Joe  married  Fanny — it  was  three 


years  later — Senator  Blakeslee  married  Mrs.  Raw¬ 
lins.  To-day  our  hero  is  one  of  the  richest  private 
bankers  in  Philadelphia,  and  the  father  of  an  inter¬ 
esting  family. 

And  this  is  the  last  we  have  to  say  about  Lucky 
Joe  Brown. 

(The  end.) 

OUT  NEXT  WEEK 

A  NEW  SERIAL  STORY 
- ENTITLED - 


ob,  ttae  Ice 


-OR- 


OUT  TO  FIND  THE  POLE 


By  J.  P.  RICHARDS 


DON’T  FORGET— OUT  NEXT  WEEK 

WAR  ON  ALIEN  SLACKERS 

Men  who  were  in  the  service  during  the  war  will 
not  forget  the  alien  slackers.  Through  every  post 
of  the  American  Legion,  the  national  organization 
of  American  veterans  of  the  European  war,  a  de¬ 
termined  systematic  campaign  will  be  waged  to 
make  their  life  here  uncomfortable  and  to  bring 
about  their  deportation.  The  legion  promises  this 
action  in  an  editorial  announcement  in  the  current 
number  of  “The  American  Legion  Weekly,”  the 
official  spokesman  of  the  war  veterans. 

“The  discreet  and  provident  alien  slacker,”  says 
the  announcement,  “will  make  his  steamer  reserva¬ 
tion  early.” 

It  continues: 

“The  state  organization  of  the  American  Legion 
in  Oregon  has  compiled  a  list  of  all  alien  slackers, 
giving  their  names  to  the  press  for  publication,  and 
is  making  their  existence  uncomfortable  generally. 
Foreigners  who  cancelled  their  first  papers  at  the 
outbreak  of  the  war  are  included  in  the  list  of  alien 
slackers. 

“The  attention  of  men  who  employ  alien  slackers 
and  who  deal  with  them  is  being  brought  by  the 
legion’s  local  members  to  these  undesirables.  Sim¬ 
ilar  action  throughout  the  country  may  be  looked 
for  shortly. 

“Americans  are  credited  with  the  characterise 
of  forgetting  quickly — but  the  men  who  were  in  ser¬ 
vice  are  not  going  to  forget  the  alien  slacker  either 
now  or  later.  They  are  very  much  in  earnest  in 
their  opposition  to  entertaining  these  individuals 
longer  in  America.  The  issue  will  not  be  neglected 
or  laid  aside.” 

The  action  will  be  pursuant  to  the  demands  of  the 
St.  Louis  caucus  of  the  legion  that  the  official  files 
be  examined  and  that  those  aliens  who  withdrew 
their  first  citizenship  papers  to  escape  military  duty 
be  deported  to  their  native  countries. 
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GOOD  CURRENT  NEWS  ARTICLES 

\ 

The  President  has  signed  a  proclamation  adding 
29,440  acres  to  the  Crook  National  Forest,  Ariz. 
The  lands  added  are  located  in  the  Winchester 
Mountains  and  southeast  of  the  Galiuro  division  of 
the  Crook  forest.  They  are  rough  and  broken  in. 
character  and  are  not  suitable  for  agricultural  pur¬ 
poses.  Practically  the  entire  tract  is  covered  with 
a  stand  of  oak,  juniper,  and  cedar  timber  of  fair 
quality.  Considerable  of  the  area  along  Pine  Can¬ 
yon  is  covered  with  a  good  stand  of  western  yellow( 
pine. 


In  a  recent  statistical  report  from  the  Operations 
Division,  General  Staff,  it  was  stated  that  during 
the  war  the  Army  lost  1,755  air  planes.  The  impres¬ 
sion  has  gone  abroad  that  all  these  planes  were 
brought  down.  This  is  incorrect,  for  only  290  U.  S. 
planes  were  victims  of  the  enemy]  the  remainder  of 
the  total  including  all  planes  sent  back  for  salvage, 
planes  abandoned  and  planes  replaced  as  not  suit¬ 
able  for  service.  American  Army  fliers  brought 
down  more  than  two  German  planes  for  every  one 
lost  by  the  U.  S.  Army  Air  Service. 


While  the  Huns  were  still  in  Belgium,  the  New 
York  Zoological  Society,  by  a  roundabout  means,  in¬ 
formed  the  Royal  Zoological  Society  of  Antwerp 
that  just  as  soon  as  the  oil  of  Belgium  had  been 
freed  of  the  invader  it  would  make  to  the  Antwerp 
zoo  a  large  gift  of  animals  as  a  contribution  to  its 
renaissance.  On  account  of  the  heavy  losses  suf¬ 
fered  the  Antwerp  Society  has  not  been  able  to 
accept  the  gift  before  the  present  time.  Now,  how¬ 
ever,  the  city  of  Antwerp  has  made  a  large  con¬ 
tribution  toward  the  restoration  of  the  half-ruined 
cages  and  buildings,  and  the  gift  can  be  received 
immediately.  For  three  weeks  Director  Hornady 
and  the  curators  at  the  Zoological  Park  have  been 
preparing  for  shipment  a  really  huge  assemblage 
of  live  mammals,  birds,  reptiles  and  amphibians. 


All  these  specimens  are  cither  duplicates  born  and 
reared  in  the  park,  or  else  are  specimens  specially 
purchased  by  the  Zoological  Society  for  the  gift  to 
Belgium.  While  complete  lists  are  not  yet  avail¬ 
able,  it  is. .known  that  the  lot  will  contain  bison, 
yak,  Barbary  mountain  sheep,  tapir,  deer,  elk, 
zebra,  wild  horse,  bear,  kangaroo,  wolves,  foxes,  sea 
lions,  and  many  smaller  mammals.  The  bird  col- 
i  lection  will  comprise  representatives  of  104  species, 
in  about  350  specimens,  including  such  large  forms 
|  as  the  ostrich  and  emu.  This  great  gift  will  be 
transported  by  the  Lloyd  Royal  Belgium  Line,  and 
!  will  leave  New  York  about  October  7st,  in  charge  of 
i  three  very  competent  Zoological  Park  keepers. 

GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

‘‘Charley,  dear,”  said  young  Mrs.  Torkins  in  a 
tone  that  was  kind  but  firm,  “did  you  tell  me  you 
were  up  late  last  night  with  a  sick  friend?”  “Yes.” 
“What  made  your  friend  feel  sick?  Was  he  a  heavy 
loser?”  * 


Mrs.  Culchaw — I  suppose  in  getting  together  your 
art  collection  you  secured  some  paintings  by  Raph¬ 
ael?  Mrs.  Newrich — By  raffle!  Certainly  not !  We 
paid  full  price  for  everything. 


Jennie — You  saw  Charlie  in  the  armory  and 
didn’t  speak  to  him?  What  was  the  matter, 
dear?  Geraldine — You  know  those  lovely  wristlets 
I  knitted  for  him?  Well,  he  was  using  one  of  them 
to  clean  his  horrid  old  rifle. 


“How  long  has  that  clerk  worked  for  you?”  asked 
the  caller.  “About  four  hours,”  replied  the  boss. 
“I  thought  he  had  been  here  longer  than  that,”  said 
the  caller.  “He  has,”  said  the  boss.  “He  has  been 
here  for  four  months.” 


“I  see  where  they  turn  off  all  the  electric  lights  at 
11  o’clock  down  in  Noo  York,”  said  Farmer  Stub- 
bins,  looking  up  from  his  paper.  “Gosh  all  hem¬ 
lock!”  exclaimed  the  postmaster.  “Do  yew  suppose 
the  lamplighter  has  to  stay  awake  at  that  time  just 
to  put  ’em  out?” 


Sergeant  Major — Now,  Private  Smith,  you  know 
very  well  none  but  officers  and  non-commissioned 
officers  are  allowed  to  walk  across  the  grass.  Pri¬ 
vate  Smith — But,  major,  I’ve  Captain  Graham’s  oral 

orders  to - Sergeant  Major — None  o’  that,  sir. 

Show  me  the  captain’s  oral  orders.  Show  ’em  to 
me,  sir. 


She — Oh,  thank  you  for  the  pen,  ink  and  note- 
paper,  waiter.  May  I  use  this  address?  Waiter — 
Certainly,  madam.  We  shall  also  be  pleased  to  give 
you  a  stamp,  and  lend  you  the  manager  to  lick  it. 
She — Thank  you,  but  don’t  you  think  your  tongue 
would  be  long  enough? 
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A  FEW  GOOD  ITEMS 


CAN’T  LIVE  ON  $85  WEEKLY  IN  DETROIT 
Just  a  line  on  the  high  cost  of  living  in  Detroit. 
Reported  that  a  man  employed  by  one  of  the  manu- 
facturers  of  automotive  material — and  the  story  is 
a  fact — who  held  a  position  which,  with  two-days’ 
instruction  could  be  filled  with  ease  by  common 
labor,  left  his  position  paying  him  $85  per  week  be¬ 
cause  he  could  not  live  on  the  salary.  A  .  Philadel¬ 
phia  woman  visiting  Detroit  went  shopping  and 
carried  out  a  carefully  planned  tour  of  inspection  of 
the  shops  and  said  at  the  close  that  merchants  in 
Detroit  were  charging  at  least  80  per  cent  more  than 
in  Philadelphia  for  the  same  goods. 

p  SOLVES  COAL  PROBLEM 

A  farmer  named  Miller,  living  along  the  Cone- 
maugh  Division  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad  Com¬ 
pany,  near  Tunneltown,  Pa.,  unconsciously  solved 
the  high  cost  of  coal  for  his  family  in  an  original 
manner. 

This  farmer  has  a  big  cornfield  facing  the  rail¬ 
road  for  a  quarter  of  a  mile.  As  a  preventative  to 
keep  crows  out  of  his  cornfield,  Farmer  Miller  con¬ 
structed  three  modern  “ scarecrows”  a  foot  inside  his 
fence.  He  secured  and  rigged  up  his  scarecrows 
with  hideous  and  most  grotesque  false  faces.  The 
scarecrows  attracted  the  attention  and  the  aim  of 
brakemen  on  the  coal  trains,  and  every  knight  of  the 
brake  made  it  his  business  every  time  his  coal  train 
passed  to  shy  a  black  diamond  at  each  scarecrow. 

*  Noting  the  growing  coal  piles,  Miller  constructed 
three  additional  scarecrows  in  his  cornfield,  and  now 
he  figures  that  in  addition  to  raising  a  bumper  corn- 

1  crop  he  will  get  his  supply  of  winter  coal  for  gath¬ 
ering  it  up.  He  picks  up  the  coal  each  week,  and  the 
coal  bin  is  rapidly  filling. 


WHAT  IS  YOUR  UNIT? 

He  was  one  of  those  friendly,  confidential  lec¬ 
turers,  the  kind  of  man  who  takes  his  listeners  into 
his  confidence  and  gives  them  little  bits  out  of  real 
life.  In  the  course  of  his  talk  he  told  this : 

“I  met  a  man  on  the  train  the  other  day  who  said 
m  you  could  size  up  every  man  by  the  measure  of  his 
unit  of  thinking. 

“Now  consider  this  wallet  of  mine.  You  measure 
_  it  in  units  of  inches.  But  it’s  no  use  measuring  this 
platform  in  anything  else  than  units  of  feet.  When 
you  come  to  estimate  the  distance  between  two  cities 
you  have  to  measure  in  units  of  miles. 

“Well,  this  fellow  said  that  some  people  think  in 
J  units  of  their  own  neighborhood,  some  think  in 
units  of  a  town,  some  think  in  State-size  units,  and 
a  few  think  in  units  of  a  nation.  He  said  there 
was  only  one  man  on  earth  who  could  think  in 
world  units,  and  that  was  Cecil  Rhodes.” 

Evidently  the  lecturer  had  met  an  admirer  of  the 


late  British  South  African  financier.  Perhaps  the 
peace  conference  has  revealed  a  few  more  men  who 
can  think  in  world  units. 

What  is  your  unit  of  thinking? 

Before  the  war  a  million  dollars  was  a  lot  of 
money.  With  the  war  the  unit  of  money  thinking 
jumped  to  a  billion.  “I  know  what  a  million  dollars 
will  buy,”  said  a  purchasing  officer  in  the  Army  at 
the  beginning  of  the  war,  “but  when  it  comes  to  a 
billion  I  have  to  take  pencil  and  paper  and  figure. 

How  much  money  do  you  understand? 

Will  $2,000  buy  a  house?  What  does  $10,000  rep¬ 
resent  in  a  farm,  in  a  store,  in  supplies? 

Does  $5,000  look  to  you  like  a  perfectly  grand 
salary?  Or  do  you-  wish  to  be  considered  a 
$10,000  man,  a  $20,000  man,  a  $50,000  man? 

It’s  vision  you  need.  It  doesn’t  make  any  dif¬ 
ference  where  you  begin.  Set  your  goal,  determine 
your  unit.  You  may  start  with  a  War  Savings 
Stamp  and  finish  with  a  million  dollars. 


PROTECTING  THE  ARMY  UNIFORM 
In  a  further  effort  to  protect  the  uniform  of  the 
U.  S.  Army,  Secretary  of  War  Baker  sent  the  follow¬ 
ing  letter  on  Aug.  28  to  Col.  Arthur  Woods,  who  is 
in  charge  of  securing  employment  for  returned  sol¬ 
diers.  The  letter  reads :  “I  am  writing  this  to  sug¬ 
gest  that  you  bring  all  the  discouraging  influence 
you  can  to  bear  upon  the  practice  which  has  grown 
up  here  and  there  in  the  country  of  employing  men 
still  wearing  the  uniform  of  the  Army  to  peddle 
upon  the  public  streets.  The  Adjutant  General  of 
the  Army,  when  appealed  to  by  some  employer  re¬ 
plied  properly  that  the  department  had  no  legal 
right  to  interfere  with  such  employment  by  dis¬ 
charged  men,  but  obviously  every  sound  considera¬ 
tion  is  against  the  practice,  for  these  ex-soldiers 
are,  in  many  instances,  employed  to  peddle  more  or 
less  worthless  devices  and  articles,  and  sometimes, 
indeed,  very  shabby  papers  and  mementoes  of  a 
pseudo-patriotic  character,  with  the  plain  expecta¬ 
tion  that  their  uniform  and  their  recent  military 
service  will  appeal  to  the  charity  of  passers-by.  This 
brings  the  whole  question  of  the  uniform  and  of  the 
splendid  service  which  our  soldiers  have  rendered 
the  country  into  disrepute,  and  seems  to  imply  that 
the  country  is  failing  to  provide  suitable  and  proper 
places  of  employment  for  discharged  men.  The  work 
which  you  are  doing  has  co-operated  in  placing 
agencies  throughout  the  country  in  such  fashion 
that  discharged  soldiers  can  find  profitable  and  use¬ 
ful  employment,  and  I  heartily  wish  that  the  people 
of  the  country  could  be  induced  to  advise  the  young 
men  they  find  peddling  upon  the  streets  to  abandon 
such  a  dead-end  employment  and  seek  a  more  pro¬ 
ductive  job,  as  well  as  one  which  has  in  it  for  them 
the  opportunity  of  growth  and  progress.” 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK. 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


TO  RAISE  TREASURE  SHIP 
Attempt  is  to  be  made  by  a 
salvage  company  to  raise  the 
treasure  ship  Islander,  wrecked 
August  15,  1901,  between  Doug¬ 
las  and  Admiralty  islands,  south¬ 
east  Alaska.  The  Islander, 
which  struck  an  iceberg  and  was 
sunk  with  the  loss  of  thirty-nine 
lives,  was  valued  at  $175,000  and 
carried  a  cargo'  estimated  at 
nearly  $1,000,000. 


RUG  AS  LOAN  SECURITY. 

Belle  G.  Nye  of  Nainstee, 
Mich.,  has  started  a  replevin  ac¬ 
tion  against  E.  J.  Ilalow  and  the 
executors  of  the  late  Walter  S. 
Davis,  a  Reading,  Pa.,  business 
man,  to  recover  a  rug  valued  at 
$2,000.  Halow,  a  Philadelphian, 
is  said  to  have  given  it  to  Davis 
as  security  for  a  loan.  The  plain¬ 
tiff  declares  it  belongs  to  her  and 
that  she  loaned  it  to  Halow  for 
exhibition  purposes.  The  sheriff 
took  the  rug  from  the  Davis 
mansion  to  a  bank  vault  until 
the  ownership  is  decided  legally. 


EAT  FEATHER  PILLOW 

Grasshoppers  in  Owensboro, 
Indiana,  recently  ate  the  cloth 
covering  of  a  feather  pillow  used 
to  soften  the  seat  of  a  hay  rake 
while  George  Mitchell  was  eat¬ 
ing  his  dinner. 


Jacob  Taylor  asserted  the  hop¬ 
pers  are  not  averse  to  gnawing 
pitchfork  handles,  and  Ben  Ben¬ 
son  brought  to  town  a  young 
tree  which  had  been  stripped  of 
leaves  and  bark  by  the  insects. 

These  are  just  samples  of  evi¬ 
dence  that  grasshoppers  are  de¬ 
vouring  about  everything  in 
sight  except  men  and  animals  in 
the  vicinity. 


ASKS  FOR  A  JOB. 

Apparently  without  a  regret, 
without  even  a  grouch  against 
the  world,  Henry  Clinton  Good¬ 
rich,  87  years  of  age,  No.  1704 
Humboldt  avenue,  walked  into1 
the  Handicap  Division  of  the 
Federal  Employment  Agency, 
Chicago,  Ill.,  one  afternoon  and 
asked  for  a  job.  Twenty  years 
ago  Goodrich  was  a  multimillion¬ 
aire.  Now  he  is  ‘‘broke.”  But 
before  he  left  the  office  he  had  a 
job  that  will  pay  him  $4  a  day. 
Goodrich,  who  came  to  Chicago 
82  years  ago,  is  an  inventor.  His 
inventions  centred  around  the 
sewing  machine,  and  from  sev¬ 
eral  patents  he  made  more  than 
$2,000,000.  Do  you  remember 
the  little  old  slates  with  the  red- 
covered  edges?  Goodrich  made 
them.  Unwise  investments  in 
real  estate  followed  the  prosper¬ 
ity,  and  he  became  penniless. 


OLD  COINS  WANTED 

$2  to  8500  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Coins  dated  before  181)5.  Keep  ALU  old 
Money.  You  may  have  Coins  worth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  10c.  for  Aew 
Illustrated  Coin  Value  Book,  size  4xo. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 


CLARKE  COIN  CO.,  Box  35,  Le  Roy,  N.  Y. 


FUN  AND  AMUSEMENT 

Oil,  BOY!  ANYBODY  CAN 
NOW  IMITATE  BIRDS, 
FOWLS,  ANIMALS,  STEAM¬ 
BOAT  WHISTLES,  MUSICAL 
INSTRUMENTS,  ETC.,  with 
mouth  and  hands.  New  book, 
“Mimicry  aimpliflcd“  (illus- 
trated),  reveals  how.  Surpris¬ 
ingly  easy.  37  imitation# 
complete,  25  cents,  postpaid. 

Address  all  orders  to 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  Dept.  6. 

No.  165  VV.  23d  St..  N.  Y. 


SHERIFF  BADGE. 

With  thia  badge  at¬ 
tached  to  your  coat  or 
vest  you  can  show  the 
boys  that  you  are  a 
sheriff,  and  if  they 
don’t  behave  t  h  e  in- 
selves  you  might  lock 
them  up.  It  is  a  beautl- 
iul  nickel- plated  badge. 
2^4  by  2  Vis  inches  in 
size,  with  the  words 
“Sheriff  23.  By  Hec.t" 
in  nickel  letters  on  the  face  of  it,  with  a  pm 
on  the  back  for  attaching  it  to  your  cloth¬ 
ing.  Send  for  one  and  have  some  fun  nith 
the  boys. 

Price  15  cents,  or  3  for  40  cents;  sent  by 
mail,  postpaid. 

K.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’kl.vn.  N.  Y. 


TWO-CARD  MONTE. 

This  famous  trick  gets  them 
all.  You  pick  up  a  card  and 
when  you  look  at  it  you  find 
vou  haven’t  got  the  card  you 
thought  you  had.  Price  10c,  by 
mail,  postpaid. 

FRANK  SMITH,  521  W.  134th  St.,  New  York. 


RUBBER  VACUUM  SUCKERS. 

The  latest  novelty  out!  Dishes  and  plates 
will  stick  to  the  table,  cups  to  the  saucers 
like  glue.  Put  one  under  a  glass  and  then 
try  to  lift  it.  You  can’t.  Lots  of  fun. 
Always  put  it  on  a  smooth  surface  and  wet 
the  rubber.  Many  other  tricks  can  be  ac¬ 
complished  with  this  novelty. 

Price.  12  ets.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 
FRANK  SMITH,  521  W.  134th  St.,  New  York. 


“MYSTERY  MAGAZINE” 

PUBLISHED  SEMI-MONTHLY.  10  CENTS  A  COPY 
Uandsome  Colored  Covers — 48  Pages  of  Reading — Great 
Authors — Famous  Artists — Fine  Presswork 


It  contains  exciting  and  mysterious  detective  stories,  sketches, 
novelettes,  serials  anil  a  large  amount  of  other  interesting  matter 
Order  a  copy  from  this  list. 

- LATEST 


No. 

32  THE  COUNTERFEIT 

HEIRESS,  by  inspector  J. 
Harrigan. 

33  TRACKED  TO  CHINA,  by 

Chief  Roger  OBriern 

34  At  TER  THE  G  E  It  M  A  N 

SPIES,  by  May  Halsey  Mil¬ 
ler. 

35  THE  CLUE  IN  THE  BOX. 

bv  Alexander  Douglas. 

3U  TRAILED  BY  A  FRENCH 
DETECTIVE,  by  It.  Re¬ 
mind. 

37  A  DROP  OF  INK.  by  Lieut. 
Robert  W.  Warden. 

V  38  THE  TEN  DOCTORS,  by 
Allan  Arnold  Fox. 


ISSUES - 

N  o. 

3!)  THE  STAIN  ON  PAGE  Cl. 
by  Charles  T.  Jordan. 

40  THE  MASKED  MYSTERY. 

bv  Police  Sergeant  Kelly. 

41  T1IE  BLACK  SOUL,  by 

Beulah  l’oynter. 

42  SANCTUARY,  by  William 

Hamilton  Osborne. 

43  THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE 

SEVEN  SHADOWS,  by 
Charles  F.  Oursler. 

44  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  DRA¬ 

GON.  by  C.  Martin  Eddy, 
J  r. 

45  “TIIE  MAGIC  OF  DETEC¬ 
TIVE  WOO  FANG,"  by 
Frank  Whitfield. 


The  Famous  Detective  Story  Out  To-day  in  No.  46  is 
“THE  DECOY,”  by  William  Hamilton  Osborne 

1  WAN K  TOU8EY.  Publisher,  1H8  VV.  23d  hi..  New  York  City. 


“Moving  Picture  Stories” 

A  Weekly  Magazine  Devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players 


PRICE  SIX  CENTS  PER  COPY 

THE  BEST  FILM  MAGAZINE  ON  EARTH 

|  32  Pages  of  Reading.  Magnificent  Colored  Cover  Portraits 
of  Prominent  Performers.  Out  Every  Friday. 

i  Each  number  contains  Five  Stories  of  the  Best  Films  on  the 
i  Screens — Elegant  Half-tone  Scenes  from  the  Plays-  -Interesting 
1  Articles  About  Prominent  People  in  the  Films — Doings  of 

!  Actors  and  Actresses  in  t lie  Studios  and  While  iTciure-making _ 

Lessons  in  Scenario  Writing. 

THIS  LITTLE  MAGAZINE  GIVES  YOU  .MORE  FOR  YOUK 
MONEY  THAN  ANY  OTHER  81  MU. AH  PUB¬ 
LICATION  ON  THE  MARKET) 

Its  authors  are  the  very  best  that  money  can  procure;  Its 
profuse  illustrations  are  exquisite,  and  its  special  articles  are  by 
the  greatest  experts  in  tlieir  particular  line. 

Buy  a  copy  Now  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  6  cents  la 
money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will  mail  you  any  number 
you  desire. 


HARR\  E.  WOLFF,  Pub.,  1G6  W.  23d  St.,  New  York  City 


Lose  Weight  Gracefully  nLdS'EXffi  $100 

process  of  becoming  slender  and  supple?  Why  resort  a  way 
to  injurious  thyroid,  salts  and  other  drastic  purgatives?  you  in 
Why  weakening  sweat3?  Why  be  compelled  to  lace  But 

yourself  into  walls  or  corset  or 
belt  discomfort?  Reduce  grace¬ 
fully  by  the  Korein  system  while  I  /f  I  Oy*  i/k 
regaining  health  and  prolonging 
life.  Become  slender  and  stay  so! 


Uil  VKur^m 


rimavavif ca  It  may  he  hard  to  realize 
vauo.ralll.ee  that  at  last  you  have  found 
to  cast  off  the  burdensome  adiposity  that  has 
clutches  of  despair. 

you  have  got  to  be  convinced  when  you  know 
that  if  you  do  not  reduce  to  the 
extent  you  wish,  10  to  60  pounds, 
on  more,  by  following  the  simple 
rules  of  the  Korein  system,  the 
money  you  spend  for  Oil  of  Korein 
will  be  refunded. 


THOUSANDS  OF  TESTIMONIALS 


We  will  gladly  mall  on  request  enough  copies  of  letters  from  Oil  of  Korein  users  to  convince  you 
beyond  doubt.  Full  addresses  will  be  given.  Here  are  a  few  of  many  specimens: 

Reduced  55  pounds.  Mrs.  M.  Liemyer  writes:  "I  reduced  fully  55  pounds  by  Oil  of  Korein.  following 
your  system.  My  doctor  asked  what  I  used  aud  is  now  recommending  it  to  others.  Friends  tell  me  I 
look  twenty  years  younger." 

Lost  40  pounds  in  80  days.  Arthur  M.  Conolly’s  letter  says:  "Had  tried  all  sorts  of  so-called  remedies. 
Was  amazed  at  what  the  Korein  system  did  for  me.  My  ambition  returned;  my  brain  became  clearer.  I 
climbed  stairs  easily  after  taking  a  few  boxes  of  Oil  of  Korein.  Lost  exactly  40  pounds  In  80  days." 


Reduce  Your  Weight  Happily 


|i*rM  You  need  not  be  envious  any 
1  longer  of  slender,  active  men. 

You  need  not  take  a  back  seat  while  they 
get  ahead  of  you  in  business  and  social 
life,  winning  the  girl  you  want  or  the 
success  you  crave.  Get  a  box  of  Oil  of 
Korein  at  a  drug  store,  or  order  by  mail. 


Prepare  to  wear  the  stylish 
yy  vyiyiJL-uy  Clothes  made  only  for  wom¬ 
en  who  are  slender  and  attractive.  Pre¬ 
pare  to  go  about  astonishing  your  friends 
with  a  beautifully  lithe  figure,  a  sparkling 
vivacity  and  the  health  of  a  maidenhood 
renewed.  Follow  Korein  system,  now. 


Re  Thin — Live  Longer 

Fat  robs  people  of  years  of  life,  in  many  cases  a  year  may  be  reckoned  for  every 
pound.  It  engages  the  vital  organs  in  complications.  Dangers  to  be  dreaded  are  heart 
failure,  heart  prostration,  nervous  disorders,  stomach  ailments,  general  collapse  and 
tendenev  to  other  serious  disorders.  How  many  aged  stout  people  have  you  ever  seen? 
Your  answer  will  be  "none”  and  knowing  this  it  is  for  you  to  decide  to  follow  the 
gentle,  easy,  harmless  and  guaranteed  Korein  system  of  weight  reduction. 

TT'  O  I-?  IPj  /T\  ‘‘Reduce  Weight  Happily”  is  a  hook  you  should  read.  It 

i  ru  Jf  jfjrL  will  put  you  on  the  road  to  a  happier  and  longer  exlst- 

m.  ence  minus  the  degenerating  fat  that  oppresses  you, 

mailed  in  plain  wrapper  free  on  request. 

Busy  drug  stores  sell  Oil  of  Korein.  Or  if  you  prefer,  send  $1  (money-order,  check, 
stamps  or  cash)  for  a  box,  prepaid  and  plainly  wrapped. 

KOREIN  COMPANY,  Inc.,  NV-103,  Station  F,  New  York  City 


Become  Slender  I 


Fat  Folks: 


Look  lounger 


Look  in  your  mirrors!  Study  yourselves! 


How  would  you  fit  in  the  movies?  You  would 
make  awkward  heroes  or  heroines,  wouldn’t  you? 
Imagine  yourself  taking  the  parts  of  Constance  Tal- 
madge,  Alice  Brady,  Douglas  Fairbanks,  Wm.  S.  Hart, 
Mary  Pickford,  or  any  of  the  other  active  and  delight¬ 
ful  screen  stars.  Not  a  chance! 


It  is  the  same  in  your  own  sphere  of  life;  the 
slender  men  and  women  with  lithe,  appealing  and 
active  forms  get  first  consideration  when  energy, 
attractiveness  and  good  health  are  in  demand. 


There’s  a  way  to  make  your  mirror  tell  a  dif- 
£  ferent  story,  there’s  a  way  to  become  as  appeal- 
dr  inglv  graceful  and  delightfully  vivacious  ■  as  your 
**  favorite  of  the  movies.  Become  slender  gracefully. 


Start  Reducing  To-day! 


fl  rite  to  Riker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  118  East  28th  Street,  New  York  City, 


AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. 


^  AGENTS 

POWERENE  IS  EQUAL  TO  GASOLINE  at  5  cts.  a 
gallon.  Salesmen  and  agents  wanted.  Exclusive 
territory  granted.  Powerene  is  guaranteed  to  be  harm¬ 
less  to  remove  and  prevent  carbon,  doubling  the  life 
of  all  gasoline  motors,  saving  repairs,  adding  snap, 
speed  and  power.  An  amount  equal  to  20  gallons  of 
gasoline  will  be  sent  to  any  address  in  the  U.  S., 
charges  prepaid,  for  $1.  W.  Porter  Barnes,  Dept.  10, 
Santa  Itosa,  Cal. 


TOY  BALLOONS,  AIRSHIPS.  Make  big  profits  sup¬ 
plying  dealers,  peddlers,  fairs.  Samples  and  prices 
50  cts..  postpaid.  Ask  for  our  special  $1  assortment. 
M.  Pressner.  20  East  l?t!t  St..  New  York. 


FRECKLES  POSITIVELY  REMOVED,  leaving  skin 
beautiful.  1  onus  de  Milo  Freckle  Cream  65  cts. , 
postpaid.  Agents  wanted.  Leaflet  free.  Absolutely 
guaranteed.  Milo  Laboratories,  San  Antonio.  Texas. 


HIGH  STRIKERS  earn  $25  to  $100  a  day  at  fairs, 

resorts,  public  squares,  everywhere.  All  profit. 
Vi  rite  for  catalog.  Moore  Bros.,  Dept.  RK.,  Lapeer, 
Mich. 

AGENTS,  make  big  profit  selling  our  extracts,  per¬ 

fumes  cold  creams,  face  powders,  spices,  medicines, 
etc. ;  beautiful  high-grade  line ;  exclusive  territory  ; 
sample  soap  free.  Lacassian  Co.,  Dept.  259,  St. 
Corns.  Mo. 

SELL  BESCO  MALT  AND  HOPS  for  home  use.  Every- 
body  buys.  Big  sales.  Big  money.  Big  proposition. 
Get  in  early.  Dept.  K,  Beardsley  Specialty  Co.,  Bock 
Island,  Ill. 

ART  AND  DEN  PICTURES 

PICTURES,  snappy  girl  photos.  Just  the  thing  for 
that  Den  or  Clubroom,  or  for  your  private  collection. 
Set  of  ten  beautiful  photos  20  cents.  Girk-Carey  Co., 
128  State  St.,  Rochester,  N.  Y. 

REAL  PHOTOS,  Artists’  Models,  Bathing  Girls  etc 
Samples,  price  list,  20  cts.  Select  Club,  K..  Box 
166.  Topeka.  Kan, _ 

ORIENTAL  DANCER:  she  does  real  Salome  wiggle, 

sealed  25  cts.  Hamilton  Mfg..  Barnes  City.  Iowa. 

BATHING  GIRL  PIGYUftES^lT  cts. :  sixteen  varieties 
$1.  refunded  K  r.ispltased.  Roseleaf  Cluh.  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

REAL  PHOTOGRAPHS  sure  to  piease.  Send  25  cts. 

Hamilton  Cumpai.v.  Barnes  City.  Iowa. 


20  REAL  CLASSY  girl  photos  from  life  and  catalog 
10  cts.  Arrow  publishing  Co..  Syracuse.  N.  Y. 

AUTO 

FORDS  START  EASY  IN  COLD  WEATHER.  Will 

run  34  miles  per  gallon  on  cheapest  gasolino  or  half 
kerosene,  using  our  1920  carburetors.  Increased  power* 
Uyles  for  all  motors;  can  attach  them  Yourself.  Big 
profits  to  agents;  money  back  guarantee;  30  days'  trial. 
Air  Friction  Carburetor  To..  17K  Msdison  Rt..  T)avton.  O. 

BUSINESS  OPPORTUNITIES 

MILLIONS  are  suffering  with  Rheumatism.  Most  im- 
portant  discovery  of  the  age.  A  herb  that  actually 
drives  the  most  stubborn  ease  of  Rheumatism  entirely 
out  of  the  system.  People  write  us  and  say  they  are 
istour.ded  at  the  resu'ts.  especially  on  the  kidneys.  Just 
think  of  toe  money-making  possibilities.  Representatives 
wa.jBd’r. ,5112  Pound,  postpaid:  10  pounds  $5.  express 
paid.  Rheumatism  HeHi  Co..  Venice.  California. 

BUSINESS  AND  TRADE  SECRETS.  Your  chance  to 
make  money.  Bo  capita]  needed.  Send  25  cts.  for 
frey  to  wealth.  W.  E.  Jones.  Bexton.  N.  B. _ 

FREE  THREE  MONTHS  to  get  acquainted,  mine  invest- 
ments,  news.  THE  WESTERN  MINER,  2563  W. 
17th  At?,,  Denver.  Col. 

B!®  WAIL  5  cts.'  (coin).  Very  interested.  Sawickas 

Bros..  McGill  St..  Worcester.  Mass. 


My  Nose  Shaper 


corrects  ugly  noses  in 
the  privacy  of  your 
own  norno  without  in¬ 
terfering  with  business.  30-day  free 
trial.  All  other  facial  defects  corrected 
by  the  Woodbury  system.  Send  3-cent 
stamp  for  booklet. 

\V.  H.  IJAILEY,  M.D.,  235  Empire  Bldg. 

_ 11th  Year  isi  Denver,  Colo. 

REPUCE  YOUR  WEIGHT 

Get  rid  of  your  fat  easily  by  daily 
walks  in  the  fresh  air,  also  obtain  a 
small  box  of  oil  of  korein  at  the  drug 
store;  follow  the  directions.  You’ll  be 
happier  every  day.  Wonderfully  rapid, 
lasting,  healthy  reduction  often  re¬ 
ported.  Book  mailed  free  by  Korein 
Co.,  NE-103,  Station  F,  New  York 
City.  No  starvation;  you  may  eat 
candy  if  you  like.  A  delightful  guar¬ 
anteed  method.  Become  supple,  more 
efficient  mentally  and  physically;  make 
yourself  attractive.  Prolong  your 
life! 


COINS  AND  STAMPS 

STAMPS,  50  VARIETIES,  Transvaal,  Brazil,  Pent. 

Cuba,  Mexico,  etc.,  and  Album  10  cts.  1,000  mLxed 
40  cts.  60  different  U.  S.  25  cts.  1,000  hinges  10  cts. 
List  free.  I  buy  stamps.  C.  Stegman,  5937  Cote 
Brilliante,  St.  Louis.  Mo. 

STAMPS:  105  mixed.  Inch  China,  etc.,  2  cts.;  Album 
(500  pictures),  3  cts.  Bullard.  No.  20,  Sta.  A,  Boston 

CORRESPONDENCE  TUITION 

MOVIE  ACTING  Home  Study  Course;  send  for  Prof. 

Coigne’s  great  book;  $1.00.  Studio,  47  W.  42d  St., 
New  York  City. 

FOR  THE  HEALTH 

GRUBE’S  WITCH  HAZEL  BULLETS  for  piles,  contain 
Witch  Hazel.  Bellad,  Nut  Gail,  Golden  Seal,  Strain. 
Icthyol ;  usually  sudden  relief.  At  drug  stores  or  parcel 
post.  25  cts..  coin.  Excelsior  Chemical  Co.,  4504  Cot¬ 
tage  Grove  Ave..  Chicago. 

GEO.  REYNOLDS,  who  weighed  240  lbs.,  was  cum¬ 
bersome,  ailing  and  uncomfoitable.  reduced  his  weight 
to  176  lbs.  at  rate  of  one  pound  daily  by  using  Oil  of 
Korein.  Obtainable  at  busy  drug  stores  everywhere  in 
America. 

HERB  DOCTOR  RECIPE  BOOK  10  cts.  Worth  $$. 

Teaches  how  to  make  medicines  from  herbs  for  all 
diseases.  Over  250  receipts  and  herb  secrets.  Indiana 
Herb  Gardens.  Dept.  5M.  Hammond.  Ind. 

FOR  SALE 

100  LETTERHEADS  and  100  ENVELOPES  for  a  dollar 
bill.  Liberty  Pfess,  1102  Barry  Ave.,  Chicago,  111. 

RABBIT  HOUNDS,  foxhounds,  coon,  opossom,  skunk, 
squirrel,  dogs,  setters,  pointers.  Browns  Kennels, 
York,  Pa. 

SILK  REMNANTS.  Largest  packages  yet  offered.  Square 
of  stamped  satin  free  with  every  package.  12  cts. 
Mfgrs.  Agency,  Portland.  Me. 

HELP  WANTED 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN,  too,  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  and  mail  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
mail  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  wkly.  No  capital  or  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everything;  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co..  Box  77,  Tilton,  N.  H. 

WANTED — Stories,  articles,  poems  for  new  magazine. 

We  pay  on  acceptance.  Typed  or  handwritten  MSS. 
acceptable.  Send  MS.  to  Woman’s  National  Magazine, 
Desk  941  '  Washington.  D.  O. 

MEN  wanted  for  detective  work.  Write  J.  Ganor, 
former  TJ.  S.  Govt.  Detective,  Danville,  Ill. 

SECRET  SERVICE  OPERATIVES  AND  DETECTIVES 

are  in  demand.  Earn  big  roonev.  Travel  every¬ 
where.  Fascinating  work.  Learn  this  profession  by 
home  study.  Particulars  free.  American  School  of 
Criminology.  Dept.  M.  Detroit.  Mich. 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig,  521  Westover  Bldg..  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

MUSICAL 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  write  music. 

guarantee  publisher’s  acceptance.  Submit  popms  on 
patriotism,  lovo  or  anv  subiect.  Chester  Music  Co.,  920 
So.  Michigan  Ave..  Suite  249.  Chicago.  Ill. 

WRITE  A  SONG — Love.  Mother.  Home.  Childhood, 

patriotic  or  any  subject.  I  compose  music  and 
guarantee  publication.  Send  words  to-day.  Thomas 
Merlin.  293  Reaper  Block.  Chicago. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  rev^e  poems. 

write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subiect.  Broadway  Studios.  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. 

PATENTS 

PATENTS,  trade  marks  copyrights  Write  for  Informs 
tion.  L.  O  Grossman.  Victor  Bldg.,  Washington,  D  O 

PERSONAL 

WRITE  THE  Y/ORDS  FOR  A  SONG  We  revise  poems 

write  music  ana  guarantee  to  secure  publication  ,suj» 
mu  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  165*, 

Fitzgerald  Building  New  York _ _ _ _ 

MARRY  FOR  WEALTH  ana  happiness  The  Guuluil 
Star  will  show  you  ttie  way  Maileu  free  and  Bealed. 
D.  E  Austin  Drawer  712  Philadelphia  Pin 


MARRY  RICH,  hundreds  anxious,  uescripuoil  list  free, 

satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club,  Dept  A,  Em¬ 
poria,  Kansas.  _ _ 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES  Egyptian 
secrets,  Black  art.  other  rare  books.  Catalog  free. 
Star  Book  Co.,  RICl,  Camden,  N.  J.  _ 


GET  MARRIED.  Best  matrimonial  magazine  published. 
Mailed  free.  American  Distributor  Blairsville.  Pa. 


LONELY  MAIDEN,  26,  would  marry.  Write  for  pic- 
iuro  Box  150K,  Syracuse,  N,  Y  _ 

MARRY;  MANY  RICIL  Particulars  for  stamp.  Mrs. 
Morrison.  3053  W.  Hold  n  St..  Seattle,  Wash. 


IF  YOU  WISH  a  pretty  and  wealthy  wife,  write  mi 
enclosing  a  stamped  envelope  and  I  will  answer. 
Lillian  Sprout.  Staiion  H.  Cleveland.  O. 


NAMES,  ADDRESSES,  DESCRIPTIONS  of  ladies  de¬ 
siring  marriage;  sent  sealed  20  cts.  Select  Club,  R., 
Topeka.  Kan. 


SCIENTIFIC 

YOUR  LIFE  STORY  in  the  stars.  Send  birth  date  and 
dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,  840  East  55th,  Chicago, 
IT.  S.  A.,  Apartment  73. 


SPIRITISM — WHENCE?  Biblical  secret.  Hundred  pages. 
Ten  cents.  Joseph  Greig,  Educator,  Parker,  S.  Dak. 


MISCELLANEOUS 

SCHEMER  MAGAZINE,  Alliance.  Ohio,  prints  winning' 
schemes  every  month,  so  helps  subscribers  make  more 
money:  32  pages;  see  for  yourself;  trial  4  months,  25 ( 
cts.;  copy,  10  cts.  ' 


“$10,000  FOR  MSS.  SLIPS,”  book  and  10  fortune 
cards,  35  cts.  Sell  for  15  cts.  each,  keep  $1.  Cook’s 
Publisher,  Rockport,  In  1. 


CRAP  PERCENTAGE  EXPOSED  and  sample  of  marked 
cards,  both  25  cts.  S.  Waldon.  Oaks.  N.  Y. 


MAGIC  DRAWING  BOOK,  10  pretty  cards  and  bis 
mail,  10  cts.  Durso,  Dept.  39,  25.  Mulberry,  N.  Y. 
City. 


IV1YSTLRIOUS  BALLSHAM  answers  your  love  ques¬ 
tions  25  cts.,  refunded  if  dissatisfied.  Rostieaf 
Club.  St.  Louis.  Mo. 


WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. 


HAVE  YOU  SONG  POEMS?  I  have  best  proposition. 
"  '  .  M  i„  Chi 


Ray-Hibbeler.  D104.  4045  Dickens  Ave.. 


ttiraco. 


KODAKCRS:  How  would  you  like  to  get  a  9x11  en¬ 
largement  of  your  best  negative  free?  Drop  us  a  card 
right  now  asking  about  it.  Films  developed  at  10  cts. 
per  roll,  prints  3  cts..  4  and  5  rts.  ca-h.  Satisfaction 
guaranteed.  Ford’s  Foto  Studio.  Ellensburg,  Wash. 

BOYS:  20  latest  Hot  Air  Cards  with  big  bunch  of 
magazines,  printed  matter  sent  you  for  13  ct3.,  cola 
or  stamps.  Empire  Supply  Company,  24  Norris  Ave., 
Pawtucket.  R  I. 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  $1  if- 
cured.  Remedy  sent  on  trial.  Superba  Co..  PC. 
Baltimore  Md. 

GENUINE  INDIAN  BASKETS— Wholesale  and  retaiL 

Catalogue.  Gilham,  Highland  Springs,  Cal. _ 

STAMMERING  ( 

ST-STU-T-T-TERING  and  stammering  cured  at  home. 
Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell,  IS 


WANTED  TO  BUY 

WANTED  TO  BUY.  Cottonwood  timber  'n  brakes  Oi 

100M  and  up;  state  distance  fmm  railroad  and  facili¬ 
ties  for  logging.  Interstate  Lumber  Co.,  Wright  Bldg. 
St.  Louis.  Mo. 


arette 


How  to  Overcome  It  Quickly  and  Easily. 


Unless  yon  have  been  exceptionally  careful 
the  cigarette  habit  has  a  hold  which,  you 
cannot  shake  off  by  will  power. 

The  lure  of  the  cigarette  is  powerful.  Is 
it  the  nicotine  that  is  poisoning  your  system, 
making  you  nervous,  heart  weak,  dyspeptic, 
eye  strained  and  irritable? 

Are  you  troubled  with  sleeplessness  at  night 
and  dullness  in  the  morning  until  you  have 
doped  yourself  with  the  nicotine  of  cigarettes 
or  pipe,  or  chewing  tobacco!  They’re  all  the 
same,  you  know. 

Give  your  poisc.r**aturated  body,  from  your 
pale  yellowish  skin  right  into  your  pale  yel- 


Joln  our  Music  Club.  We  will 
seud  two  copies  of  the  latest 
Broadway  Hits  each  month,  also 
monthly  list  of  latest  song  hits. 
Write  to-day  for  free  particulars. 

NEW  YORK  SONG  SHOP, 
I545Y.  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


lowish  liver,  a  chance  to  be  free  from  th‘ . 
mean  slavery  of  nicotine. 

Got  rid  of  the  vicious  habit.  Lengthen 
your  life.  Become  contented  and  spread  hap¬ 
piness  among  others.  Enjoy  tranquillity  com¬ 
bined  with  forceful  thought  and  real  efflci-ncy 
I  kuoY/  what  will  conquer  the  tobacco  habit 
in  three  days.  You  gain  the  victory  com¬ 
pletely  and  privately  at.  home. 

My  new  book  will  be  very  interesting  to 
you.  It  will  come  to  you  in  a  plain  wrapper 

drv’bPWd>  YoV  willJ surprised  anA 
delighted  if  you  write  to  Edward  J.  Woods* 
TT-103.  Station  F,  New  York.  N.  Y 

“M0VIE”1»ENNA1VTSI 

For  your  den.  A  classy  assortment  of  forty  popular 
Stars,  on  many-colored  felt,  SxS  Inches,  with  photo¬ 
graphs.  $1.00.  The  Pcory  Specialties.  Atchison.  Kansas. 


.  OH  Bo 

/JF  Crc.'t 

CUXOPNC.'i?. 


rf» ,  Girls  I 

port  with 


*  Voice  Thrower 


Threw  v r'.!'  vo  ot*  u.Mlir  (he 
UiMp.  bark  or  A  .lour,  into  it 
trunk,  Ut  k  in  School,  any  oM 
V  at.o.  l.l*  l'l  N  fooling  Bed- 
oli  rm  1‘oltccmnn,  Friends 
anybody.  This  t  in  \  ti  o ti r  is 
a  small  device  that  lays  on  your 
tongue  unseen,  always  ready 
tor  use  by  anyone.  Claxoplione  with 
hill  instructions,  also  Set  of  Secret 
It  rltln*  Trick*,  all  sent  for  ,lf\C 

one  dime.  No  stamp-  «»• 

CLAXO  TRSCK'CO., 
Dept.  S _ New  Haven,  Conn. 

•d  to  Marriage 

o  ta  Hilr«ti.  **H  iw 
i  Prcpoes  Ma:i  !»fe. 

-Vj  - - -  - - - -  .•  ..  *j  the  Piro-cu  I  ft'iiei. 

'  •'  •  AUtub.eettbslwfultoiowt.  IOC  POSTpAi  * 


YANKEE  PUB.  CO.,  TILTON.  N.  H. 


BE  A  SUCCESS!  GET  AHEAD!  If  you  want  to 
forge  ahead  and  be  a  success ;  if  you  want  to  make  good 
with  your  Employer,  no  matter  what  your  trade  or 
business  may  be.  write  for  particulars,  enclosing  stamp 
for  reply.  Not  a  correspondence  course. 

H.  C.  ARGENBRIGHT,  Box  131,  Newport  News,  Va. 


43d  St..  Dept.  14-*“ 


FANCY  BAND  RING  FREE.  Goto! 
Filled,  warranted  5  yearn.  To  make 
friends  and  introduce  our  Magazine  and  Rina 
Burarttina.  send  to  efio.  for  a  9  months'  sub- 
ntion.  and  this  Rina,  your  -  so.  will  be  sent 
M.  McPhlilips,  ?ecy.,  SIS 


,  postpaid  h 

New  York. 


W-atei-vuis 


Hundreds  of  Ho-Ko-Co  Agents  make  big  in- 
comes.why  not  you, ’Ho-Ro-Co  toilet  articles. 
Bonus,  household  necessities, 
and  rcmediesselleverywhere 
at  splendid  profits.  Get  won- 
derfulFros  sample caseoffer. 
l-io-Ho-Ca  190  Locust. St.  Louis. 


NEW  SCIENTIFIC  WONDER 

i: 


PRICE 


-BIG  Fun 


K?  <2*  You  apparently  see  thra  Clothes,  Wood, 

R-rf  if  <59  Stone,  any  old  act.  See  Bones  in  Flesh. 

A  magic  trick  novelty  Freb  with  each  X  Ray. 

MARVEL  MFC.  CO.,  Dept,  13.  NEW  HAVEN.  COHN. 

Y©  BOYS 

Beal  Rujrby  Football. 
„  „  S  tronor.  Servic«abl<  * 

Cover,  beat  Rubber  Bladder.  FREE  for 
soiling  CO  packnjgeaof  Bincro  Perfumed 
lroniojr  Wax  at  lOo  each.  No  troublo  tc 
poll.  Write  to-day.  Svnd  no  moneys 
Extra  present  if  you  order  now. 

Bingo  Co.  Dept  780  Binghamton.  N.Y. 

GET  ON  THE 

VAUDEVILLE 

I  tell  you  how!  Fascinating  profeoslon.  Big  sai- 
aries.  Experience  unuecesaury.  Splwndid  encase¬ 
ments  always  waiting.  Opportunity  for  travel 
Theatrical  amenta  endorse  rcy  methods.  Thirty 
years'  experience  as  both  manager  ar.d  performer. 
Illustrated  book,  “All  About  Vaudeville,  ”  FREE. 
Send  6  cents  posts,,  j  and  state  ago  and  occupation. 

FREDERIC  LA  DELLE.Su. 224. JACKSOH;  MICH. 


You  see  a  great  many  men — all  ages 
— who  are  losing  their  hair.  Some  are 
bald  already.  You  see  women,  too, 
whose  hair  is  thin. 

But  you  never  saw  a  bald  Indian! 

Let  me  tell  you  why. 

When  I  was  almost  bald,  my  travels 
brought  me  in  contact  with  an  old  med¬ 
icine  man  of  the  Cherokee  tribe  in  the 
Indian  Territory. 

This  venerable  sage,  highly  respected 
among  the  Cherokees  for  his  mysterious 
knowledge,  told  me  that  he  could  put 
Something  upon  my  scalp  to  make  the 
*7:  air  grow. 

Although  lacking  in  faith,  I  permit- 
-^d  him  to  make  the  test.  He  rubbed  a 
Stile  ointment  from  a  stone  jar  upon 
my  head.  He  gave  me  some  of  this 
peculiar  pomade  and  told  me  to  put 
some  on,  twice  daily. 

To  my  extreme  pleasure,  a  light  down 
soon  appeared  upon  the  bald  part  and 
this  developed  gradually  into  a  growth 
cf  hair.  The  hair  grew  steadily.  I  was 
soon  able  to  brush  it — then  to  comb  it. 


Never  has  my  hair  ceased  growing 
healthily  since  the  old  Cherokee  savant 
gavfc  me  that  ointment.  I  am  66  years 
old  and  go  to  the  barber’s  for  a  hair 
cut  each  month. 

From  the  Indian  wizard  I  obtained 
the  recipe  for  this  cosmetic  and  had  it 
modernized  by  an  expert  chemist  so 
that  a  druggist  can  supply  it. 

If  you  have  dandruff,  or  if  your  hair 
is  becoming  thin,  or  is  falling  out,  or  if 
you  are  bald,  you  had  better  trv  this 
wonderful  ointment  and  I  shall  be 
pleased  to  mail  you  the  recipe  free  of 
cost  if  you  write  to  me.  Tell  this  to 
your  friends — men  and  women.  My  ad¬ 
dress  is:  John  Hart  Brittain,  BD-103, 
150  East  Thirty-second  St.,  New  York 
City.  If  you  would  like  a  proof  box  of 
the  ointment,  enclose  10  cents,  silver 
or  stamps. 

Now  you  understand  why  you  see  no 
bald  Indians.  They  know  what  to  do 
to  keep  a  good  hair  growth. 


meat? 

A sorts 
W entad 


Your  choice  of  <4  etylea,  color* 
and  pizes  in  the  famous  line  of 
••RANQCH’'  bicycles,,  shown  In 
full  color  in  the  big  new  Free  Cata¬ 
log.  We  pay  all  the  freight  chargee 
from  Chicago  to  your  town.  , 

30  Days  Fres  Trial 

\bicycle  you  select,  actual  riding  test 
.in  your  own  town  for  a  full  month. 
(Do  not  buy  until  you  get  our  great 
inew  trial  offer  and  low  Factory- 
Diroct-To-Rider  terms  and  prices. 
Tl'jjee  CAMPS,  HORNS,  pedals, 
a  SSSSi»<i#  single  wheels  end  repaiir 
parts  for  all  makes  of  bicycles  at 
half  tmual  prices.  No  one  else  can 
offer  such  values  and  3uch  terms. 
SStJO  NO  MONEY  but  write  today 
for  the  biff  new  Catalog,  tt'o  tr  v  o, 

“  ~  pi  CYCLE  COMPANY 
PBapt.  p  assaChlcrg.'? 


Yes,  indeed,  more  often  than  you  think. 
Because  ACID-STOMACH,  starting  with  in¬ 
digestion,  heartburn,  belching,  food-repeat¬ 
ing,  bloat  and  gas,  if  not  cheeked,  will  even¬ 
tually  aflect  every  vital  organ  of  the  body. 
Severe,  blinding,  splitting  headaches  are, 
therefore,  of  frequent  occurrence  as  a  result 
of  this  up  set  condition. 

Take  EATON  IO.  It  quickly  banishes  acid- 
stomach  with  its  sour  bloat,  pain  and  gas. 

It  aide  digestion— helps  the  stomach  get 
full  strength  frqm  every  mouthful  of  food 
you  eat.  Millions  of  people  are  miserable, 
weak,  sick  and  ailing  because  of  ACID- 
STOMACH.  Poisons,  created  by  partly  di¬ 
gested  food  charged  tvith  acid,  are  absorbed 
into  the  blood  and  distributed  throughout  the 
entire  system.  This  often  causes  rheumatism, 
biliousness, cirrhosis  o  f  the  liver. heart  trouble, 
ulcers  and  even  cancer  of  the  stomach.  Is 
robs  its  victims  of  their  heolth,  undermines 
the  strength  of  the  most  vigorous. 

If  you  want  to  get  back  your  physical  and 
mental  strength— be  full  of  vim  and  vigor— 
enjoy  life  and  be  happy,  you  must  ret  rid  of 
your  acid-stomach. 

In  EATON1C  you  will  find  the  very  help 
you  need  and  it’s  guaranteed.  So  get  a  big 
50c  box  from  your  druggist  today.  If  it 
fails  to  please  you,  return  it  and  he  will  re¬ 
fund  your  money. 


(  FOR  YOUR  ACID-STQMACEO 


FREE  TRIAL  TREATMENT 

Sent  on  request.  Ask  for  my  “pny-when- 
reduced”  offer.  My  treatment  has  reduced 
at  the  rate  of  a  pound  a  day.  No  dieting, 
no  exercise;  absolutely  safe  and  sure  meth¬ 
od.  Let  me  send  you  proof  at  my  expense. 
Dr.  R.  NEWMAN.  Licensed  Physician. 
StateNewYork,  286  Fifth  Av.,  NewYork,  Desk  A-320 


BOILS  or  PIMPLES 


r 


ltd 


Send  Yon?  Name  and  We’ll 
Send  You  a  Lac’imte 

i  tvON*T  B*rr*.  %  r#rmr.  Joat  ■•f»d  7on r  rar»*  *.*.d  say:  "Send  im 
,  JL/  n  \j*r  * '  •»  -  .  *<\  In  a  aolid  g old  tin*  on  10  days’  free 

si."  Vta  wl’l  «*rd  It  prep*  d  risrnt  to  r<  or  I  ©me.  When  It 
o»*«  f»****lr  <**'  •  ■«  ’t  94  •  Dt  ••  v©"t*r*n  ar  1  tr»n  'ar  f v ' 

i  r<-  x  '  -r  10  fu  .  ..  ».  I:  j.  or  I*  .;ny  of  your  I  .arvds  can  tr«t , 

H  froat  a  dismond,  Mnd  It  bick.  Hut  if  you  ecida  to  buy  it 
_s*  d  'j*  It  A  a  montn  on  til  $14.79  haa  been  pa  1. 
iWrlfP  bend  your  rama  ~'»w.  T#.l  -a  «vWch  of  tbo 

j  fr  i  lie  1  VUE/  aolul  vo.’d  ri'<aa  iiiuuCratf/i  a1  you  wi*u 
I  »•  'ft  n'a).  a  jre  to  r.' >  a  £  rer 
Y.  m  ir*44U€*  nar»Co««12M.MichI*aii  Av., 


4 


Z3LSrr~ 


September  Morn  aiw^  ne<o 

7  -n  Oaati/  j!  R* »aed  Fi«* ira  of  tea  Vouna  (ftrl 

L' »  a  vordarful  ra^ro'ioction.  Man#  o t  *TB*er- 
fifht  Mvar,"  »oam»  led  In  two  poi 
r  r,  ymmt  %.  To  ro«k*  f  fiend  a  and  lr 
and  Rlr  f  Larn  m.  *and  IS 
av/r  tai'y«UKTtt/tk(f>,  f/,d 


:  Ffcl  1C,  d 


olora.  War 
Iptrodeea  our 
‘  eta.  for  a 
Kize 


«1>  W.  4M  tc.  b«»l.  !«.»<  N*.  York. 


...  -  C,V'>W  a 

,M.  » .cPMiMpt,  SecyH 


<3 


Conquer 
Drink  Habit 


If  you  are  troubled  with  bolls  or  pimples  I  want  t* 
give  you  the  joy  surprise  of  your  life  by  sending  o 
proof  treatment  of  the  wonderfully  curative  natural 
eradicating  elixir  given  me  by  au  Indian  In  my  train¬ 
ing  camp.  It  cured  me;  1*  working  marvels  for 
others.  Whv  not  youl  Enclose  12c  to  cover  my  ex¬ 
pense  of  this  notice  and  mailing.  Address:  James 
W.  Greely,  D3,  Portland,  Maine. 

SORE  LEGS  HEALED 


If  this  should  be  seen  by  any  woman  whose 
loved  one  Is  addicted  to  drink,  let  her  write 
to  Edward  J.  Woods,  DD-103.  Station  F. 
New  York,  N.  Y.,  for  a  free  book,  which  is 
likely  to  lead  to  complete  riddance  of  the 
desire  for  liquor  with  prolonged  healthier 
life  and  joy.  Many  a  man  has  been  rescued 
after  everybody  became  disgusted  with  his 
frequent  lapses  to  inebriety.  Genuine  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  save  a  steady  or  periodical  drinker. 
Thousands  of  testimonials.  Physicians  rec¬ 
ommend  this  book. 


Open  Legs,  Ulcers,  Enlarged  Veins,  Eczema  healeo 
while  you  work.  Write  for  book  "How  to  Heal  All 
Sore  Legs  at  Home."  Describe  your  case. 

A.  C.  LIEPE,  1457  Green  Bay  Avenue.  Milwaukee.  Wla 


A 

BOOK  ON 

DOG  DISEASES 

And  How  to  Feed 

*• 

Mailed  fra*  to  any  address  hy 

America's 

tk#  Author 

Pioneer 

H.  CLAY  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 

Deg  Medicines 
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10S7  Dcn<j  1>.  5  Years;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Madhouse.  By  Allyn 
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1088  Broker  Boh:  or.  The  Youngest  Operator  in  Wall  Street.  By 
K.  K.  Shackleford.  , 

1080  Bov  Pards;  or.  Making  a  Home  on  the  Border.  B>  an  t  .• 

1090  Tim 'Twenty  Doctors;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Coast.  By  Capt. 
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1003  Boh!  Hie  Bunaway;  or,  From  Office  Boy  to  Partner.  By  Allyn 
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100(5  The0 Gray  Hoii s^  on  the  Bock;  or.  The  Ghosts  of  Ballentyne 

1007  A1  Poor  Boy’s1  Fight^or,  The  Hero  of  the  School.  By  Howard 
Austin. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  seht  to  any  address  on 
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1008  Captain  Jack  Tempest,  (he  Prince  of  the  Sea.  By  Capt. 

Thos.  W.  Wilson. 

1009  Billy  Button,  the  Young  Clown  aid  Bareback  Rid  it.  By 

Bert  on  Bertrew. 

1100  An  Engineer  at  10;  or.  The  Prince  of  (lie  Lightning  Express. 

By  Jas.  C.  Merritt.  * 

1101  To  the  North  Pole  in  a  Balloon  By  Rerfon  B  rtrow. 

1102  Kit  Carson’s  Little  Scout:  or.  The  Remgade’s  Doom. 

1103  From  the  Street;  or.  The  Fortunes  o'  a  Bootblack.  «• 

1101  Old  Putnam’s  Pet;  or.  The  Young  Patriot  Spy.  t 

1105  The  Boy  Speculators  of  Brookton ;  or.  Ml  ionuires  at  Nine¬ 
teen. 

1100  Boh  Rudder ;  or.  The  Boy  Pilot  of  the  Mississippi. 

1107  The  Downward  Path;  or.  The  Bond  to  Bnin. 

1108  1  p  From  the  Ranks;  or,  From  Corporal  to  General. 

110*  Expelled  From  School;  or,  The  Rebels  of  Beecbdale  Academy. 

1110  i  arry,  the  Life  Saver;  or,  A  Born  Fireman. 

1111  The  Brand  of  Siberia;  or.  The  Boy  Track  -  of  the  Stepnes. 

1112  Across  the  Continent  With  a  Circus;  or.  The  Twin  Riders 

of  the  Bing. 

1113  O  ■  Board  a  Man-of-War;  or,  Jack  Farragut  In  the  U.  S. 

Navy. 

1114  Nick  and  Jed;  The  King  Trappers  of  the  Border, 
receipt  of  price.  6  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  pastege  stamps,  by 
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OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS  i 


No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELEC¬ 
TRICITY. — A  description  of  the  wonderful 
uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  instructions  for  making 
Electric  Toys.  Batteries,  etc.  '  By  George 
Trebel,  A.M.,  M.D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK.  RIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE. — A  complete  treatise  on 
the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road; 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 
the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL 
CANOES. — A  handy  book  for  boys,  contain-, 
ing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing 
them.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  49.  1IOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates, 
questions  for  discussion,  aud  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the 
question  given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND 
ANIMALS. — A  valuable  book,  giving  Instruc¬ 
tions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and 
preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  51.  IIOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 
CARDS. — Containing  explanations  of  the 
general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  appli¬ 
cable  to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with 
ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight- 
of-hand;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand, 
or  the  use  of  specially  prepared  cards.  Il¬ 
lustrated. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS  —  Givirng 
the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing 
Euchre,  Cribbngc,  Casino,  Forty-Five, 
Bounce.  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker,  Auction 
Pitch,  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular 
games  of  cards. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS— A 
wonderful  little  book,  telling  you  how  to 
w rile  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father,  moth¬ 
er.  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact, 
everybody  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write 
to. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS,  -Giving  complete  information  as  to 
flip  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds 
of  pets:  also  giving  full  instructions  for 
making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by 
twent v-eight  illustrations. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS 
AND  COINS. — Containing  valuable  informa¬ 
tion  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  EN¬ 
GINEER. — Containing  full  instructions  how 
to  become  a  locomotive  engineer:  also  direc¬ 
tions  for  building  a  model  locomotive:  to¬ 
gether  with  a  full  description  of  everything 
an  engineer  should  know. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher. 


No,  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOG¬ 
RAPHER.— Containing  useful  information 
regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lan¬ 
tern  Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST 
POINT  MILITARY  CADET —Explains  how 
to  gain  admittance,  course  of  Study,  Exami¬ 
nations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard, 
Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all 
a  boy  should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu 
Senarens. 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 

CADET.— Complete  instructions  of  how  to 
gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Acad¬ 
emy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruc¬ 
tion.  description  of  grounds  and  buildings, 
historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the 
United  States  Navy.  By  Lu  Senarens.  «• 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 
MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines,  induction  coils, 
dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennet.  Fully 
illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most 
original  joke  book  ever  published,  and  it  is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor,  it  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  hu¬ 
morist,  and  practical  joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  IIOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Con¬ 
taining  over  three  hundred  interesting  puz¬ 
zles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 

TRICKS.  Containing  a  large  collection  of 
instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical 
tricks,  together  with  illustrations.  By  A. 
Anderson. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  over  one  hundred 
highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with 
chemicals.  By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely 

illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGIIT-OF- 

I  HAND. — Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest 
and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also 
containing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully 
illustrated. 

No.  70.  now  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOY’S.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  il¬ 
lustrated. 

No.  71.  now  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 

TRICKS. — Containing  eomnlcte  illustrations 
for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY’  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS.— Embracing  all  of  the  latest 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  illus- 
trat  ions. 

any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10c.  per  copy, 


No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 

NUMBERS. — Showing  many  curious  tricks 
with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOYV  TO  WRITE  LETTERS 
CORRECTLY'. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition, 
with  specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJl’EES. 
— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dico 
Cups  and  Balls,'  Ilats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  HAND.— Containing  rules  for  telling  • 
fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  moles,  marks, 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY’  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amuse-, 
ment.  Fully  illustrated.  *■ 

No.  78.  HOYV  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. 
— Containing  a  complete  description  of  the 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-of-hand.  to-V 
getber  with  many  wonderful  experiments.' 
By  A.  Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOYIE  AN  ACTOR. 
— Containing  complete  instructions  how  to 
make  up  for  various  characters  on  the  st-’-re; 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Man¬ 
ager,  Prompter,  Scenic  Artist  and  Property 
Man. 


No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  DOCK  — 

Containing  the  latest  jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  Ger¬ 
man  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages:  handsome 
colored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo 
of  the  author. 

No.  81.  HOYV  TO  MESMERIZE. — Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  method  of  mesmer¬ 
ism;  animal  magnetism,  or.  magnetic  heal¬ 
ing.  By  Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S.,  au¬ 
thor  of  “ITow  to  Hypnotize,”  etc 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Con-*, 
tabling  the  most  approved  methods  of  read-, 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  ft 
full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  exX 
plaining  phrenology,  and  the  kov  of  telling* 
characters  by  the  bumps  on  the  bead  Byi, 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S.  Fully  illustrated,  I 


ing  valuable  and  instructive  information  re- 
gnrding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also  ex¬ 
plaining  the  most  approved  methods  which 
are  employed  by  the  leading  hypnotists  of 
the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A  t'S 

No.  84.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR 
—Containing  information  regarding  choice 
of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the  man-, 
nor  of  preparing  and  submitting  manu¬ 
scripts.  Also  containing  valuable  informa¬ 
tion  ns  to  the  neatness.  legibility  and  gen¬ 
eral  composition  of  manuscripts 
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